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MELLOS 


At  most  good 
grocers,  drug 
stores  and 
confectioners 


THRILL  to  their  flavor! 

THERE'S  a  subtle,  alluring  quality 
about  Moonlight  Mellos.  A  flavor 
you  can't  define  but  you  know  that  for 
sheer  deliciousness  it  can't  be  equalled. 
A  soft,  fluffiness  that  melts  in  your 
mouth  and  thrills  your  palate,  ^'ou 
know  that  you  must  have  more  of  them. 
Best  of  all,  Moonlight  Mellos  are  so 
light  and  dainty,  so  pure  and  whole- 
some that  you  can  eat  as  many  as  you 
like.  They're  really  good  for  you — and 
for  the  children. 

Moonlight  Mellos  are  Canada's  most 
popular  marshmallows.  They  are  sold 
in  the  25-cent,  half-pound  tin  and  in 
bulk,  from  the  colorful  five-pound  tins, 
in  every  half-pound  tin  is  a  booklet  of 
Jean  Brodie  recipes. 


New  Table  Delicacies 

With  Moonlight  Mellos,  you  can 
create  deliciously  difi^erent  salads, 
desserts  and  cakes. 

SEND  TO-DAY  FOR  FREE  RECIPE 
BOOK,  CONTAINING  THIRTY 
PAGES  ILLUSTRATED  IN  COLOR, 
OF  NEW  AND   TESTED   RECIPES. 


Made  by 

J^a(ler86i>'s  tforofito 

953  QUEEN  STREET  WEST 


This  delicious  Moonlight  Mello 
Fruit  Salad  is  made  with: 

4  Slices   Pineapple 
12  Walnuts 
1    Cup    Moonlight 
Marshmallows 
(cut  in  fours) 
Mix   fruit   and    whipped   cream   or 
fruit   salad  dressing.       Serve  on  crisp 
lettuce    leaves.         When   served    with 
whipped  cream  use  Sherbet  glasses. 


2  Oranges 

3  Bananas 

i^  lb.  Malaga 
Grapes 


Goblin 


C[ You'll  love  Velveeta!     It's   a  new  cheese 

that  spreads  like  butter.      It's  rich  and  creamy. 

And  it's  made  by  Kraft — the  world's  largest 

makers  of  pasteurized  cheese.     ((Taste  it 

once !  See  for  yourself  how  delicious  it  is ! 

Learn  why  all  who've  tried  it  call   it 

a  triumph  of  master  cheese-makers! 

C[  Your  grocer  now  has  Velveeta. 

Ask  him  about  it  to-day.     And 

give  your  family  a   treat  by 

taking    home   a   packet  ! 


VELVEETA 


CHEESE 


MADS  BV  KRAFT-PHENIX  CHEESB  COMPANY.  Limitbo 

MONTREAL 


C3930.Dt;0 


NECESSITY   IS  THE  MOTHER  OF  INVENTION 


With  apologies  to  "  Canadian    Home    Journal" 


HILDA  was  in  tears. 
Oh  dear,  oh  dear, 
fwhy  had  not 
mama  told  her  that  to 
be  in  love  was  like  this? 
She  felt  she  just  could 
not  go  to  the  office  this 
morning  and  have  that 
uppity  switchboard 
girl  stare  at  her  and 
know  she  had  been 
cr\'ing.  But  mama  was 
so  kind  and  brushed 
away  the  tears  from 
Hilda's  lovely  blue 
eyes,  handed  her  her 
little  lunch  basket  and 
simply  whisked  her  off 
the  front  porch. 

"Bye-bye,  darling," 
said  darling  mama. 
"Don't  take  too  many 
cocktails." 

So  Hilda  went  off 
softly  singing  a  few 
verses  from  Frankie 
and  Johnnie. 

Oh,  what  a  bustle 
there  was  at  the  office 
that  morning!  Noth- 
ing seemed  to  be  going 
right.  And  Mary,  her 
dear  girl  friend,  for 
whom  she  was  knitting 
a  lovely  hot  water 
bottle  for  her  birthday, 
was  so  excited. 

Why  was  Mary  ex- 
cited? Of  course  Hilda 
knew  it   was    because 
he  was  coming  to  take 
her  to  lunch  again  as 
he  had  every  day  that 
week.       Oh    how    she 
wished  that  gorgeous,  beautiful  he  would  be 
calling  for  her.  //e  was  Courtney  Standish, 
the  handsome  neckwear  salesman.       And 
he  was  the  bad    man  who   made  Hilda's 
little  blonde  heart  go  pit-a-pat.    He  made 
Hilda's  little  blonde  heart  go  pit-a-pat  on 
Mondays,  Wednesdays  and  Fridays.     On 
Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  he  made  it  go 
pat-a-pit,  which   was  thoughtful    of  him 
as  a  girl  gets  tired  of  having  her  heart  go 
pit-a-pat  forever  and  ever  and  ever. 


He  rushed  right  up  to 
Hilda  and  said,  "Baby, 
ah  craves  yul" 


Hilda  s  Little  Pro 


By  Wright  Nice 


Illustrated  by  0.  Kloridalime 

So  you  see,  Hilda  had  her  little  problem. 
Why  was  it,  she  used  to  ask  the  little 
squirrel  that  came  in  and  looked  at  her 
every  now  and  then  through  the  window, 
why  was  it  that  dear,  sweet  Mary  would 
insist, upon  asking  Hilda  to  join  them 
every  time  she  and  Mr.  Standish  went  to 
lunch  together?  If  Mary  had  not  had 
such  a  sweet  unselfish  nature,  Hilda  would 
have  suspected  that  Mary  was  just  doing 
it    to    make    her    jealous.     She    put    the 


wicked  thought  out 
of  her  head.  She 
tried  putting  it  on. 
the  desk  beside  her 
typewriter,  but  it  kept 
rolling  off  into  the 
wastepaper  basket. 
Then  she  tried  put- 
ting it  in  her  purse, 
but  it  was  such  a 
great,  big,  enormous 
wicked  tho'ught 

that  it  bulged  her 
pretty  purse  excruci- 
atingly. Then  she  con- 
sidered filing  it  away 
in  the  filing  cabinet, 
but  she  could  not 
make  up  her  mind 
whether  a  Wicked 
Thought  should  go 
under  T  or  W,  so  she 
put  it  back  again  in 
her  little  mind  after 
all. 

Just  at  that  mo- 
ment, the  door  opened 
and  who  of  all  people 
in  the  world  should 
come  in  but  Mister 
Courtney  Standish 
himself!  It  was  a  pat- 
a-pit  day.  He  hardly 
W  spoke  to  Mary  at  all 

/Df^tri         l^ut   brushed   right   up 
L/l  II         to  Hilda  and  said, 

"Really,  Miss  Hilda, 
you    must    think    me 
unforgivably  rude,  but 
I   must   unburden   my 
heart  of  the  fact  that 
I  have  been  watching 
you    for   a    long   time 
now,    and     have    ob- 
served that  3'ou   are    a   nice,    honorable, 
clean-minded,      clean-necked   girl.     How 
would  you  like  to  become  Mrs.  Courtney 
Standish?    Baby,  Ah  craves  yu!" 

And  it  turned  out  after  all  that  dear, 
darling  Courtney  wasn't  Mary's  boy  friend 
at  all.  Not  a  bit  of  it.  He  was  merely  her 
long  lost  half-brother  from  Australia  and 
his  real  name  was  not  Courtney  Standish, 
but  Kaiser  Wilhelm  the  Second. 
Isn't  that  a  pretty  story? 


With  apologies  to  "Mayfair" 


Snappy  new  uniforms  for 
Members  of  Parliament.  Those 
bosom  companions,  the  Right 
Honorable  W.  L.  M.  King  and 
the  Honorable  T.  L.  Church 
snapped  leaving  Mr.  King's 
boarding  house  on  their  ivay  to 
fame  and  fortune. 


MEN 
AND 

EVENTS 


Below  at  left:  Madame  Pipe- 
sou,  world  renowned  adventur- 
ess and  bouncing  check  artist, 
who  has  been  favoring  Toronto 
society  with  her  charms.  She 
is  here  seen  at  a  lynching  party 
given  in  her  honour  by  a 
few  of  her  more  attractive 
victims. 

Immediately  below:  Three 
members  of  Halifax  society 
have  the  honour  of  piloting  the 
first  unmarried  monkey  to  cross 
Canada  in  a  baby  carriage. 
They  are  here  seen  on  the  first 
lap  of  their  history-making 
trip. 


A  charming  host  and 
hostess  were  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Rudolph  Schm- 
altz when  they  enter- 
tained recently  in  their 
vew  private  car,  C.N. 
R.  9007213,  parked  at 
a  Leaside  siding.  The 
box  car  was  charm- 
ingly furnished    with 


verandah  chairs,  of 
which  Mr.  Schmaltz  is 
an  inveterate  collector 
(after  dark).  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Schmaltz  are  here 
seen  coming  out  of  a 
clinch  during  an  im- 
promptu boxing  exhi- 
bition. 


With  apologies  to  "Rod  and  Gun" 


In  Quest  of  the  Laughing  Black  Bass 

The  Strange  Adventure  That  Befell  a  Little  Party 
Which  Set  Out  on  the  Trail  of  the  Giggling  Fish. 


THERE  were  three  of  us,  Chubby,  the 
Doctor  and  I,  that  set  out  on  the 
long  trail  up  the  Katchabiga- 
bonktu  River,  that  mighty  stream  which 
flows  through  the  thickly  wooded  Ondi- 
jionwabunshganonque  country,  that 
abounds  so  richly  with  Welsh  rabbits, 
mock  turtles  and  gefillte  fish.  Some  of  the 
boys  were  down  at  the  dock  to  see  us  off. 
The  frail  canoes  were  loaded  down  pretty 
nearly  to  the  water  line  as  we  rolled 
aboard  our  fifteen  or  sixteen  cases  of  Spey 
Royal  and  thirty  or  forty  cartons  of  beer, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  half  a  side  of  bacon 
and  the  tin  of  condensed  milk  which  Doc 
had  thoughtfully  added. 

"What's  all  the  food  for?"  cried  one  of 


By  Hook  and  by  Crook 

boys  on  the  dock,  whereat  we  all  had  a 
good  laugh. 

The  first  night  out  we  held  a  conference, 
and  decided  that  we  were  carrying  too 
much  excess  baggage  and  at  Doc's  sug- 
gestion we  set  out  to  reduce  our  load  by 
half.  I  guess  it  was  about  three  o'clock 
in  the  morning  we  first  heard  the  Laugh- 
ing Black  Bass.  In  the  stillness  Chubby 
suddenly  turned  to  me,  motioned  me  to 
silence  and  said  "Listen!"  Sure  enough 
out  of  the  river  came  the  fiendish  cackle 
which  has  lured  on  many  men  to  their 
doom.  Well,  we  all  looked  at  each  other 
in  silence.  Doc  was  the  first  to  speak. 
•'Boys,"  he  said,  "The  call  has  come.     It 


is  now  or  never.      To-night  I  am  going  to 
spear  the  Giggling  Fish." 

We  all  crept  to  the  shore,  and  looking 
over  a  rock,  sure  enough,  there  in  about 
ten  feet  of  water  were  four  or  five  splendid 
specimens,  all  laughing  as  if  their  sides 
would  burst.  Then  a  peculiar  thing 
happened.  Chubby  suddenly  discovered 
he  could  speak  fish  language!  With  a 
tremendous  "Whoopee!"  he  left  us  and 
plunged  into  the  black  water.  After  half 
an  hour  or  so  of  waiting.  Doc  and  I  began 
to  get  a  little  nervous,  but  before  the 
morning  broke,  sure  enough  up  bobbed 
Chubby,  a  bottle  in  each  hand.  "Boys," 
he  cried,  "I've  just  made  a  wonderful 
discovery.  I've  found  out  where  Bass's 
Ale  comes  from!" 


This  photo  shows  the  intrepid  fisherman,  Amos  .\pple,  with  a  giant  catch  he  recently  made  in  the  Civic  Reservoir. 

Bozo,  his  famous  fish-ferret,  is  seen  in  the  background. 


With  apologies  to  THE   CANADIAN    FORUM 


CHINESE  ACCIDENT 

By  CLEAN  SHIRTON 


M" 


ISS  PETERS  spoke  with  an  excited  crescendo 
and  diminuendo  like  a  siren  on  a  fire  chief's 
automobile.  The  chiaroscuro  of  her  inflections 
fell  upon  the  auditory  orifice  now  with  the  consonance 
of  timpani,  now  with  the  plaint  of  a  baby  saxophone. 
Miss  Peters  spoke  with  a  Paul  Whiteman  Accent, 
which  is  very  odd  for  I  did  not  know  that  Paul 
Whiteman  had  an  Accent,  did  you?  Oh,  you  did, 
did  you,  you  rascal!  The  teacups  fluttered,  ochre 
and  mauve,  in  the  kaleidoscopic  atmosphere.  Miss 
Loh-chin  did  a  Charleston  on  the  venerable  neck  of 
her  father,  Mr.  Woodington-Whoosit.  "Things," 
observed  Mr.  Woodington-Whoosit,  "are  coming 
down."  Little  Miss  Peters  leaned  back  on  the  velvet 
ottoman,  crossing  her  match-handle  limbs.  "How 
we  progress,"  she  sighed.  "How  many  people,  do 
you  suppose,"  said  Miss  Loh-chin,  pausing  for  a 
moment  in  her  ecstatic  Charleston  to  pluck  an  in- 
finitely diaphanous  and  elongated  hair  from  the  scalp 
of  her  father  (his  last,  by  the  way),  "how  many  people 
in  this  room  will  say  that  I  paid  $L98  for  these  stock- 
ings?"    The  eager  eyes  of  Herbert  Palmolive  darted 


quickly  about  the  exotic  room  like  twin  mice  caught 
in  a  jade  trap.  He  espied  two  stocking  salesmen 
removing  their  shoes.  He  pufi^ed  serenely  for  a 
moment  while  Time  eddied  in  the  balance  like  dust 
specks  in  a  shaft  of  auriferous  sunlight.  "Exactly 
two,"  he  replied.  "Oh,  Herbert,  how  splendid  of 
you,"  exclaimed  Miss  Loh-chin.  "Exactly,"  added 
Miss  Peters,  "how" — with  a  smile — "we  progress." 

Tenderly  and  with  the  infinite  caution  of  an 
Odovacar  tasting  an  oyster,  Mr.  Palmolive  removed 
from  his  hip-pocket  a  razor  and  severed  his  jugular 
vein.  "Oh,  Herbert,"  cried  Miss  Loh-chin,  "how 
perfectly  Oriental  of  you."  "Things,"  said  Mr. 
Woodington-Whoosit  with  his  eyes  upon  the  cerise 
garters  of  Miss  Loh-chin  who  had  resumed  her 
Charleston,  "are  coming  down."  Little  Miss  Peters 
sighed.  She  was  now  past  fourteen  and  had  read 
Ernest  Hemingway  and  Dorothy  Dix.  "How,"  said 
she,  adjusting  her  monocle,  "we  progress."  And 
what  a  fat  party  they  had  that  night.  You  must  come 
over ! 


THE  THING  IN  TWO  NUTSHELLS 


By  DICK  BREEZY 


AT  the  last  Lnperial  Conference,  the  matter  was 
avoided  with  the  deft  knowledge  of  thrust  and 
parry  worthy  of  a  conclave  of  Gladstones.  It 
is  nevertheless  an  example  of  unmitigated  pronunci- 
undum,  and  almost  a  case  of  status  quo  bumbum  that 
the  gentlemen  of  the  Left  should  find  cause  for  jubil- 
ation in  a  situation  which  is  to  us  the  least  exhilar- 
ating from  the  point  of  view  of  the  Die-hards  of  the 
Old  Guard.  It  is  apparent  to  one  of  obscure  per- 
ception that  they  are  inclined  to  burke  the  issue. 
The  fact  is  that  both  our  historic  parties'  conception 
of  politics  has  become  infused  with  the  fin  de  Steele 
philosophy  of  Bozo  Snyder.  Mr.  Bennett  cries  in 
vain,  "Drink  to  me  only  with  thine  eyes,"  and  Mr. 
King  is  forced  to  admit  that  the  eyes  have  It.  It  is 
difficult  for  the  uninitiated  in  the  face  of  such  phan- 
tasmagoria, to  appreciate  the  metamorphosis  which 
is  indicative  of  the  essential  conversion  to  Absolutism, 
beyond  which  we  can  only  cry  "hey  hey!"  We  search 
in  vain  for  the  national  policy  of  Sir  John  A.  Mac- 
donald,  which  was  new  fifty  years  ago.  It  is  appar- 
ently as  actual  to-day  as  cock  robin  to  a  bull  in  a 
china  shop.  The  deep  waterways  of  agitation,  cur- 
rent elections  in  the  United  States,  and  the  vexing 
question  of  our  Imperial  status  fall  upon  the  ear  with 
the  ominous  thud  of  a  policeman's  boots.     Never- 


theless a  new  day  is  dawning,  and  the  whole  matter 
is  bound  to  receive  a  positive  answer.  To  our  super- 
ior way  of  thinking,  there  can  be  no  further  doubt 
about  it.  Mineral  waters  are  quite  inferior  to  plain 
soda  as  a  mixer.     Isn't  that  a  honev? 


Roping  the  Calf 


With  apologies  to 


••THE    PAPER   WITH 
STYLE'^ 


TORONTO  (With  a  Wink  at  the  West) 


MORE  SECTIONS  THAN 
A   CENTIPEDE 


This  Week: "Tipsters  and  Tippling — More  Ku  Klux 

Kalumny — Who  Killed  Cock  Robin? 


The  AFFRONT  PAGE 


Let  Olympus 

Come 

To  Mahomet 


Naturally  we 
stepped  down  to 
allow  a  patronizing 
smile  to  o'erspread 
our  dignified  fea- 
tures when  we 
heard  of  Canada's  victory  in  the  Diamond 
Sculls.  We  did  not  even  feel  bound  to 
warn  our  readers  against  the  possibility 
of  Americanization  through  the  acquisi- 
tion of  something  to  crow  about.  But 
now  the  intrepid  Joe  Wright  and  a  multi- 
tude of  other  young  Canadians  are  com- 
peting in  the  Olympic  games.  That  is, 
as  the  gentleman  said,  a  horse  from  a 
different  garage.  The  world  at  large  is 
insufficiently  aware  of  the  sterling  beauty 
of  Canada's  lakes  and  rivers.  Whether 
we  travel  through  the  shady  forests  or 
take  our  way  through  the  snowcapped 
Rockies,  we  find  aqueous  beauty  un- 
diluted. Surely  our  young  oarsmen  can 
find  water  enough  in  Canada  to  row  in 
without  going  afar  to  a  miserable  little 
country  like  Holland?  If  the  foreigners 
want  to  see  our  lads  perform,  let  them 
hold  their  Olympic  trials  on  these  shores. 
The  imperial  wizards,  kleagles  and  klaxons 
of  the  notorious,  money-lusty  Ku  Klux 
Klan  have  gone  far  enough.  This  organ- 
ization, professing  Canadian  ideals,  is 
in  reality  an  insidious,  imported  force  for 
our  national  demoralization.  No  doubt 
they  had  a  hand  in  this.  It  is  undoubted- 
ly an  affair  for  the  League  of  Nations. 


SOCIETY 


Mrs.  Albert  Gayboy  left  last  Monday 
to  visit  her  mother,  Mrs.  Hugo  Ironpan, 
at  Three  Rivers. 

A  charming  party  was  held  at  the  home 
of  Mr.  Albert  Gayboy  on  Monday,  Tues- 
day and  Wednesday  last  for  a  few  of  his 
lK)y  friends.  The  host  wore  a  delightful 
blue  dressing  gown  effectively  topped  off 
with  a  smart  little  tan  ice-bag  wrapped 
around  his  head  with  a  Turkish  towel. 
After  the  festivities,  the  guests  went  on 
to  the  Turkish  baths. 


A  charming  hostess,  Lady  Lily  Honey- 
bunch,  whose  entertaining  has  been  marked 
with  success.  She  is  here  seen  just  after 
she  had  received  her  deportation  papers. 


The 
Onlooker  in  LUNNON 

A  Jolly  Time 

Oh!  what  a  rag  we  did  have  at  Ascot 
this  year!  Fun  no  end.  What  with 
Lord  Montmorency  (pronounced  Chum- 
ley)  wagering  a  tanner  upon  the  favourite 
with  regard  to  the  ultimate  outcome  of 
the  steeplechase. 

They  do  say  that  the  grey  "topper" 
is  coming  into  its  own  again.  And  not 
only  at  the  races.  Oh  dear  no,  you  jolly 
old  tin  of  fruit.  Everybody  is  simply 
gaga  about  them  for  most  everything. 
No  one  who  is  almost  anythin'  would  even 
dream  of  appearing  at  a  supper  club 
without  one.  So  handy  for  secreting 
champagne  bottles,  should  the  minions 
of  the  Law  chance  to  arrive  after  the  hour 
specified  for  the  purveyance  of  this 
perfectly  charming  beverage.  Oh,  yes, 
the  "topper"  is  all  the  rage.  I  know  it 
will  positively  slay  you  when  I  aver 
that  I  recently  spotted  Lord  Algy  Palooka 
absolutely  snoozing  in  his  last  Saturday 
night  come  Michaelmas,  in  a  none-too- 
immaculate  gutter. 


BOLD     &    CROSS 


A  MATTER  FOR  THE  POLICE 

Editor,  Bold  &  Cross: 

I  would  be  very  pleased  if  you  would 
give  me  your  candid  opinion  of  the  offer 
recently  made  by  a  party  in  my  town  to 
exchange  three  shares  of  stock  in  the  Gold 
Label  Elevator  Company  for  a  tooth 
pick  and  a  cake  of  yeast.  Is  this 
elevator  company  on  the  level? 

N,.  X.  X.,  Rrantford  Ontario. 

Certainly  not.  Hang  on  to  your 
possessions.  Elevators  may  go  up  but 
they  are  bound  to  go  down  again,  some- 
times rapidly.  On  the  other  hand,  yeast 
is  certain  to  rise.  Of  course,  you  may 
be  stuck  with  the  tooth  pick. 
«       *        * 

BE  CAREFUL 

Editor,  Bold  &  Cross: 

I  appreciate  your  columns  very  much, 
and  after  reading  them  the  last  ten  years 
I  am  almost  persuaded  to  buy  a  stock. 
My  little  girl,  Annie,  aged  8  (and  such  a 
pet)  has  in  her  savings  bank  27  cents,  two 


brass  buttons  and  a  street  car  trans- 
fer. Would  you  advise  Victory  Bonds? 
Awaiting  your  reply. 

— "Subscriber,"  Yukon  Territory. 
Many  people  have  bouj^ht  Victory  Bonds 
without  considering  that  they  were  specu- 
lating. I  have  myself  in  certain  instances 
not  hesitated  to  recommend  them.  Never- 
theless, you  must  remember  that  nothing 
is  certain  but  Death.  Nothing  is  perman- 
ent but  Change.  We  must  remember 
that  there  is  always  the  possibility 
of  the  country  being  wiped  off  the  map, 
what  with  the  present  government  and 
all.  And  what  a  fine  mess  that  would 
be!  I  must  draw  your  attention  to  the 
deluge,  a  gigantic  clean-up  engineered, 
no  doubt,  by  a  certain  floater 
named  Noah.  Should  there  be  a  repeti- 
tion of  such  a  catastrophe,  all  bonds  in 
this  and  other  countries  would  of  necessity 
be  liquidated.  I  do  not  feel  that  I 
should  advise  you  rashly.  Bless  you, 
my  child,  go  home  and  ask  your  mother. 
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"A   FAIR  MOTORIST  GETTING  THE  AIR" 
Miss  Susan  Smooch  is  here  seen  waiting  for  a  man. 


"The  Automobile  Is  Here  to  Stay!'' 

By  Bach  C.  Driver 


SCEPTICS  and  cynics  have  labelled  me  a  visionary 
and  a  dreamer  when  I  have  made  this  frank 
statement.  It  has  been  pointed  out  to  me  that  one 
of  the  greatest  forces  in  the  shaping  of  the  history  of 
mankind  is  against  me,  namely,  Love.  Love,  say  the 
sceptics,  has  always  been  against  the  automobile. 
When  one  considers  the  rustic  pleasures  of  driving 
down  some  shady  country  lane  in  even  one  of  the 
more  modern  of  our  popular  buggies  or  dog  carts, 
side  by  side  with  one's  lady-love,  the  apple  of  one's 
eye — and  when  one  changes  the  picture  to  a  similar 
scene  but  substitutes  for  the  romantic  buggy  an  "evil- 
smelling,"  "noisy,"  "puffing"  gasoline  wagon,  where, 
asks  the  cynic,  is  there  a  chance  for  romance.^  Love, 
says  the  sceptic  (or  the  cynic)  has  always  been  against 
automobiles.  Did  they  have  automobiles  in  the 
times  of  Cleopatra  and  Mark  Antony?  ask  my 
detractors.  Did  Helen  of  Troy  drive  a  straight  eight  ? 
Or  Dido?    Or  Juliet?    Or  Queen  Elizabeth? 

I,  however,  see  in  the  automobile  a  great  moral 
force.  In  the  future,  in  the  Great  Automobile  Age, 
there  will  be  no  spooning  on  the  highways,  no  spark- 
ing on  the  by-ways.  For  how  can  these  disgraceful 
high-jinks  progress  in  a  fast  automobile  whizzing 
across  the  landscape  at  the  terrific  speed  of  ten,  nay 
fifteen  miles  per  hour  (Fahrenheit)?  I  tell  you,  these 
things  will  come  to  pass.  They  will  come  to  pass 
the  old  fashioned  buggy. 

I  must  admit  that  my  original  statement  is  not 

With  apologies  to  "Canadian  Motorist" 


my  own.  I  have  for  it  no  lesser  authority  than 
Thomas  A.  Edison.  One  day  as  we  were  motonng 
up  along  an  attractive  detour,  we  sank  into  the  mud 
past  our  hub  caps.  As  the  night  drew  on  and  we 
were  still  unable  to  release  the  "vehicle,"  we  decided 
that  we  would  have  to  walk  home. 

"What,"  I  said  to  Mr.  Edison,  "about  the  auto- 
mobile?" 

Characteristically  he  shook  his  head,  and  with  a 
merry  twinkle  in  his  eye  said  to  me,  "My  friend,  I  am 
afraid  the  automobile  is  here  to  stay." 


The  picture  above  shows  the  editor,  Mr.  Moron  Hasty, 
and  a  couple  of  his  boy  friends  in  his  new  high-power 
Fierce  Sorrow.  Hasty  reports  that  his  new  car  is  very 
fast — in  the  mud.  The  left  hand  front  tire  has  just  gone 
5,300  miles  flat. 
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potage  canadien 


The  Big  Show 

A-DEES  and  gentle- 
men, we  have  with 
us  to-night  a  most 
dee-stinguished  gal- 
axy of  talent,  a  tru- 
ly ree-mark-able  con- 
gress of  con-cen-trated  clever-ness, 
a  gath-er-ing  of  gar-gan-tuan  Go- 
liaths!  At  tru-ly  tree-mend-ous 
cost  we  have  amassed  for  the  first 
time  under  one  roof  thir-teen, 
count  'em,  thirteen  pyra-mids 
among  pub-lee-cations,  mast-a- 
dons  among  mag-a-zines,  for  your 
eespecial  dee-light,  dee-lectation 
and  dee-ver-tise-ment!  Step  this 
way,  line  forms  on  the  right,  the 
little  lady  at  the  wicket  has  tickets 
for  all.  Twenty-five  cents  ad-mis- 
sion, the  fourth  part  of  a  dollar! 
I   thank  you! 

In  the  first  ring  we  have  The 
Canadian  Home  Journal,  the  fam- 
ily friend,  the  house-wife's  hol-i- 
day,  amus-ing,  in-struc-tive  and 
not  a  word  said  or  written  that 
will  offend  your  own  sis-ter's  ear. 
Bring  the  kiddies! 

In  the  next  ring  we  have — look 
at  her — Mayfair,  that  pul-chri- 
tud-i-nous  pansy  of  periodicals! 
Sees  all,  knows  all,  tells  all!  Step 
right  up,  boys,  and  buy  a  bee-uti- 
ful  photo-graph. 

Over  here  we  have  that  eagle- 
eyed,  sharp-shooting  dee-mon  of 
the  wilds.  Rod  &  Gun,  captured  at 
ee-nor-mous  expense  and  brought 
for  the  first  time  within  the  con- 
fines of  the  mee-tro-po-lis.  Take 
care  of  that  clay  pipe,  Charlie,  he's 
mighty  quick  on  the  draw.  Look 
at   him,   gals,   what   vi-ril-ity! 

Over  here  we  have  Professor 
Canadian  Forum,  combining  in  one 


mind  the  brain  power  of 
half-a-dozen  u-nee-ver-sity 
pree-fessors,  the  wisdom  of 
the  ages.  You  can't  fool 
him!  Abie  to  read  and  write 
from  birth.  Stand  up,  Pree- 
fessor,  let  the  folks  have  a 
look  at  that  BULG-ing  brain! 
Now,  if  you  will  stand 
a  little  closer,  we  will 
in-tro-juce  you  to  this 
fel-low  over  here  with  the 
shiny  skin,  super-coated  Hector, 
commonly  known  as  Saturday 
Night,  the  fear-less  fury  of  the 
flim-flam  artists,  the  ree-veng-ing 
ty-rant  of  the  tipsters!  Walks 
right  into  a  cage  full  of  fee-rocious 
bug-bears  and  snaps  his  fingers 
right  under  their  noses!  A  bit 
of  a  devil  with  the  ladies,  too.  Get 
one  of  his  photo-graphs,  girls. 

The  little  fellow  in  the  next 
en-clo-sure  is  The  Canadian  Motor- 
ist. Drives  any  make  of  car  known. 
The  pneu-mat-ic  Nero,  the  gasoline 
Galahad  of   gad-abouts. 

In  the  next  ring  we  have  Mark 
E.  Ting,  the  layout  kid.  Tackles 
any  problem  at  any  weight  with 
or  without  gloves.  Watch  his 
display,  neat  but  not  Goudy. 
Mr.  Mark  E.  Ting  is  also  a  great 
hat  fancier.  See  his  magnificent 
dee-splay  of  caps  in  the  upper  and 
lower  cases. 

Moving  on  for  no  good  reason 
to  the  big  tent  ee-med-jut-ly  in 
the  rear,  we  come  to  gigans  gigan- 
ticus,    commonly    known    as    Mac- 


•LICKER)      BOY.  THEY  GOT  SO   MUCH 
LICKER  THEY  OFFER   IT  TU   YOUl" 


Leans,  that  mighty  mammoth, 
tall-est,  large-est,  broad-est,  fattest 
white  ele-phant  in  cap-ti-vity! 
Dimishing  glasses  will  be  furn- 
ished for  the  small  ex-tra  charge 
of  five  cents,  so  that  you  may  see 
all  of  this  ree-mark-able  creature 
at  once.  Weight  130,000  lbs.  net, 
guaranteed  to  go  to  1 80,000  before 
you  know  it!  Yet  gentle  as  a  Iamb. 
No,  lady,  don't  offer  him  peanuts! 
A  Cabinet  Minister  once  offered 
him  protection  and  ele-phants 
never   forget. 

Now  if  you  will  all  step  quietly 
to  the  next  enclosure,  we  will  show 
you  a  bee-ut-i-ful  little  ladee. 
Princess  Homes  and  Gardens,  the 
most  ex-qui-site  midget  ever  to 
set  foot  upon  these  shores.  Please 
do  not  poke  sticks  at  the  lit-tle 
ladee  or  speak  too  loudly  as  the 
princess  is  only  used  to  the  most 
ree-fined  so-ci-ety,  and  her  blue 
blood  might  be  very  easily  fright- 
ened into  ex-cess-ive  cir-cu-lation. 
Ain't  she  a  jewel? 

In  the  next  en-clo-sure  the 
Colonel,  East  Indian  wonder  work- 
er, will  plant  a  little  Chatelaine 
seed  for  you  and  under  your  very 
eyes  pro-duce  a  mag-ni-fi-cent, 
flow-ring,  blossom-ing,  fra-grant, 
ee-ful-gent  plant!  Watch  it! 
There  it  goes,  10,  20,  40.  50,  60, 
70,000  glor-ious  inches.  Step  up 
and  pick  one  of  the  blossoms. 
Taste  it.  It  is  tested  in  the 
famous    Chatelaine    kitchen! 

Step  right  on,  pay  no  attention 
to  the  la-dee  at  the  counter.  She 
is  the  Business  Woman  counting 
up  the  shek-els  for  to-day's  tak- 
ings. Don't  let  her  natty  costume 
fool  you,  boys.  She  can't  be 
flirted  with.  What's  that,  Hor- 
ace? Well,  perhaps  she  might 
consent  to  a  luncheon  date,  but 
she  will  insist  upon  being  back  at 
her  desk  inside  one  hour. 

Last  but  not  least  we  come  to 
the  gentleman  in  the  attractively 
coloured  beard,  Canadian  Mag- 
azine, born  so  long  ago  that  nobody 
can'remember,  yet  just  as  spry  as 
a  kitten!  See  that  youth-ful 
glance.     Watch  him  step  around! 
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Notice  how  he  makes  play  for  the 
ladies.  He  has  designs  on  many 
of  them. 

That,  ladees  and  gentlemen, 
con-eludes  the  per-form-ance  for 
this  after-noon.  For  the  small 
ad-dition-al  charge  of  five  cents, 
the  twent-ieth  part  of  a  dol-lar, 
the  gen-tle-men- — and  the  gen-tle- 
men  only — may  step  through  the 
cur-tained  door-way  and  see  the 
no-tor-ious  Princess  Hush,  who 
will  per-form  her  fa-mous,  art- 
ist-ic,  ree-fined  and  stim-u-lating 
hoochy-koochy  dance.  Please  pass 
out  through  the  rear  entrance  to 
make  room  for  those  coming  in. 
All  who  have  not  seen  the  whole 
per-form-ance  may  ree-main  for  the 
next  show  which  starts  im-med- 
jut-ly.      I  thank  you! 

Cautious 

T^HE  Evening  Telegram  recorded 
the  instance  of  an  Orangeman 
loaded  down  and  fussed  up  with 
regalia  to  the  nth  degree,  who 
dropped  into  a  Government  liquor 
store  on  his  way  home  from  the 
parade.  He  made  out  his  slip  and 
then  stood  with  pencil  poised. 
"Say,  '  he  said  to  the  censor, 
"what's  the  date?" 

Curtain! 

"THE  story  is  told  of  the  very 
dignified  head  of  a  bond  firm 
whose  massive  portals  have  for 
many  years  awed  the  investor  into 
a  state  of  reverent  conservatism,  a 
firm  whom  we  shall  refer  to  as 
Rogers  and  Hornsby.  The  gentle- 
man in  question  received  one 
morning  in  his  half-acre  private 
office  a  telegram  to  the  effect  that 
his  youngest  brother's  daughter 
who  had  run  away  from  home  and 


gone  on  the  stage  was  appearing  at 
a  local  vaudeville  theatre.  He  was 
urged  to  go  and  give  her  a  little  of 
his  advice.  That  afternoon  his 
tremendous  limousine  drew  up 
before  the  theatre  in  question. 
With  a  few  indignant  grunts  the 
dignified  financier  walked  to  the 
stage  entrance  and  approached 
the  doorman. 

"Who  shall  1  say  is  calling?"  he 
was  asked. 

"Just  tell  her  it's  Rogers  of 
Rogers  and  Hornsby." 

The  doorman  gave  him  an 
appraising  glance,  shifted  his  tobac- 
co a  little  and  asked  innocently, 
"Playing  here  next  week?' 

Service 

A  LWAYS  anxious  to  be  of  service 
to  our  readers,  and  being  of  a 
statistical  turn  of  mind,  last  week 
we  garnered  the  following  informa- 
tion: 

Only  one  person  in  five  is  success- 
fully paged  in  hotel  lobbies. 

The  white  circles  or  crosses  on 
windows  in  buildings  under  con- 
struction are  actually  to  remind 
the  workmen  that  there  is  glass 
there,  so  that  they  will  not  poke 
sticks  through  it. 

Very  few  people  give  nickles  to 
newsboys  and  waive  their  right  to 
change  before  noon.  At  the  noon 
hour,  however,  things  pick  up,  and 
between  4.30  and  6  p.m.  several 
boys    on    busy    corners    report    a 


nickle  with  every  tenth  or  eleventh 
sale. 

The    Zoological    Gardens    were 
called  on  an  average  of  once  a  day 


by  the  victims  of  practical  jokes- 
ters  until  as  a  measure  of  defence 
the  phone  number  was  removed 
from  the  telephone  directory. 

Believe  It  or  Not 

The  manager  of  the  Gerrard 
Theatre  reports  to  us  that  one 
day  not  long  ago  he  discovered  two 
little  boys  acting  suspiciously  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  ticket 
box.  Creeping  up  behind  them  he 
observed  that  one  of  them  was 
holding  the  end  of  a  string,  the 
other  end  of  which  was  inside  the 
box.  "Pull  it  up  now,"  said  one 
of  the  youngsters.  At  the  end  of 
the  string  appeared  a  fair-sized 
grasshopper,  holding  in  his  clutches 
an  admission  ticket.  Twenty- 
three  tickets  were  found  in  various 
pockets. 

The  Gourmand 

Che  was  a  quiet,  inoffensive 
little  woman,  very  anxious  to 
please  and  very  pleased  herself 
with  the  intricacies  of  the  great 
cereal  plant  through  which  her 
party  was  being  guided.  She 
observed  with  interest  how  the 
wheat  was  crushed  and  mangled 
and  tossed  and  cooked  until  finally 
it  became  fit  to  bear  a  famous 
name.  She  saw  all  this  but  she 
heard  little,  for  she  was  very  deaf. 
At  length  the  thrilling  tour  came 
to  an  end,  and  the  guests,  as  is 
the  company's  custom,  were  as- 
sembled, about  twenty  or  thirty  of 
them,  in  a  bright  dining-room,  to 
sample  the  finished  product  and  to 
listen  to  a  lecture.  Now,  the  quiet 
little  lady  did  not  like  breakfast 
foods,  any  of  them,  but  everybody 
had  been  so  nice  to  her  that  she 
determined,  whatever  it  cost,  to 
make  an  attempt  in  the  interests 
of  courtesy.  Screwing  up  her 
courage,  she  applied  cream  and 
sugar  and  with  a  great  effort 
swallowed  a  mouthful,  and  then 
two  more — best  to  get  it  over  with 
quickly.  Suddenly  she  looked  up. 
No  one  else  was  eating.  From  a 
platform  a  militant  female  lecturer 
glared  at  her,  and,  in  a  voice  which 
the  little  lady  vaguely  remembered 
having  heard  before,  shouted,  "We 
are  now  going  to  hear  a  few  words 
about  Gidgel's  Widgetts.  You'll 
have  plenty  of  time  to  eat  after- 
wards!" ' 
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Psychology 

THE  story  is  being  told  of  a  man 
who  received  in  his  mail  one 
morning  an  advertising  card  from 
an  office  appliance  com- 
pany bearing  a  flap  on 
which  was  printed,  "Don't 
Look  Under  Here!  "  He 
didn't. 


the  comedy  reels — and  how  they 
will  be  written — it  almost  seems  as 
if  it  would  be  better  to  stop  the 
movietone  while  there  is  yet  time. 


The  Cloven  Hoof 
\^E  can  explain  an 
accident  which  took 
place  last  week  in  Mont- 
real. It  happened  that  a 
philosophic  taxi  driver  was  holding 
forth  on  the  decay  of  liberty.  His 
particular  grievance  was  the  bru- 
tality of  policemen.  He  referred  to 
them  as  cattle.  His  passenger  was 
a  prankish  fellow  and  he  murmured, 
"All  the  same,  a  good  many  taxi 
drivers  certainly  need  cowing." 
"Cowing!  "  the  driver  exclaimed. 
"Maybe,  but  they  don't  need  to 
bully  us,  do  they?"  In  uttering 
this  joke,  the  driver  removed  his 
hands  from  the  wheel  to  gesticulate 
and  his  fare  remarked,  "Just  the 
same,  you  might  as  well  steer." 
This  wretched  remark  seemed  to 
paralyze  the  chauffeur,  and  a  good- 
natured  truck  bore  down  upon  the 
cab  and  broke  all  the  windows. 

Reflections 

Deflecting,  as   we  tossed 

sleeplessly  the  other  night,  on 
the  predicted  perfection  of  the 
movietone,  we  suddenly  realized 
that  it  will  mean  the  passing  of  the 
motion  picture  subtitle.  Never 
again  "Ten  Years  Elapse  and  still 
Martha  is  no  Nearer  Graduation." 
Gone  will  be  the  gag  lines  about 
"She  Was  so  Dumb."  And  scen- 
arists, instead  of  copying  plots  from 
"The  World's  Masterpieces  of 
Short-Story  Writing,"  will  have 
to  be  able  to  write  dialogue! 
When  one  thinks  of  the  lines  that 
will  have  to  be  written  to  fit  into 


The   old   magic   lantern   wasn't   so 
bad  after  all. 

Official  Secret 

IN  a  Bay  Street  phone  booth  a 
fairly  gay  blade  asked  Informa- 
tion for  a  certain  telephone  number 
one  night  and  when  she  gave  it  to 
him,  he  strove  to  continue  the 
conversation.  "How  are  you  to- 
day? "  he  asked.  The  operator's 
response  was  crisp  but  courteous. 
"Sorry,  sir,"  she  said,  "we  are  not 
allowed  to  give  out  that  informa- 
tion." 

No  Hope 

AA/E  have  changed  our  mind 
about  marathon  dancecon  tests. 
We  are  against  them.  Our  former 
theory  was  the  result  of  an  evening 
on  a  party  in  which  the  idea  of  a 
good  time  was  to  battle  for  a  few 
square  feet  of  dance  floor  against 
an  energetic  array  of  much  more 
practised  fellow  humans.  While 
sitting  out  and  trying  to  rub  the 
black  and  blue  spots  out  of  our 
ankles,  we  analyzed  the  situation 
sufficiently  to  draw  the  conclusion 
that  the  ankle  bangers  and  toe 
crushers  of  the  dancing  world  are 
undoubtedly  of  the  same  type  as 
the  black  bottomites  and  other 
jazzists  to  whom  marathon  dancing 
would  appeal.     Here,  then,  was  a 


cheering  thought.  This  monster 
would  destroy  itself  and  stew  in  its 
own  juice.  The  efficacy  of  the 
Gold  Cure  is  variously  reported, 
but  surely  anyone 
who  danced  more  or 
less  continuously  for 
seven  or  eight  thou- 
sand hours  or  what- 
ever it  is  they  do, 
should     be     perman- 

\ently  cured.  The 
problem  appeared  to 
be  to  encourage 
marathon  dancing  to 
such  an  extent  that  the  popula- 
tion of  the  country's  ball  rooms 
would  be  so  depleted  as  to  make  the 
floors  safe  for  the  gentler  devotee 
that  we  are.  It  was  a  vain  hope. 
Little  Mary  Bourassa,  winner  of 
the  Windsor  Dance  Derby,  is  now 
defying  her  mother  and  all  kinds 
of  authority  in  a  mad  attempt  to  be 
allowed  to  go  at  it  again.  There  is 
no  hope,  for  the  dancing  demon, 
like  the  kibitzer  at  bridge,  is 
incurable  and  undying. 

What  He  Went  For 
A  VERY,  very  big  executive,  so 
they  say,  dropped  everything 
at  his  wife's  insistence  and  spent  a 
month  in  Europe.  When  he  got  to 
Paris  he  hired  two  limousines  and 
an  adequate  staff  of  guides  and 
attendants  and  started  out  to  tour 
the  continent  in  a  big  way.  A  few 
hours  after  the  party  set  out,  the 
chief  guide  ordered  the  limousine 
stopped  on  the  top  of  a  hill  and 
said,  "From  here,  m'sieu,  one  may 
see  the  distant  spires  of  Paris." 
"Never  mind  the  details,"  said  the 
big  executives,  "just  tell  me  the 
names  of  the  countries." 

In  Code 
A    LOCAL    university    professor 

and  his  wife,  returning  late 
from  the  theatre,  found  the  follow- 
ing note  from  their  Swedish  maid: 
"Miss  max  goldeup  sozun  yegomom 
golemup  nomede  holet  z  gonebe 
golemup."  The  professor  has  spent 
his  life  in  research  and  he  sat  down 
to  this  problem  with  fine  ardor.  By 
midnight  he  had  it  figured  out: 
"Miss  Max  called  up.  So  soon  you 
come  home,  call  them  up.  No 
matter  how  late  you  are  going  to 
be,  call  them  up." 

—JOSEPH  EASTON  McOOUGALL 

{Helped  out  by  some  k_ind  friends) 
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With  apologies  to 


Canada's  ADVISING  Journal 


Meeting  "Anti-Halitoxic"  Competition 

How  One  Sales  Manager  Overcame  the  Problem  of  the 
Cow-breath  Boys  in  a  Rival  Concern 


I  WAS  having  lunch  the  other  day 
with  Joseph  Zilch,  well-known 
sales  manager  for  Meeble's  Mang- 
ling Mousetraps.  I  was  surprised 
to  see  that  Mr.  Zilch  made  his 
luncheon  almost  entirely  oflf  onions 
and  radishes.  When  he  had  fin- 
ished, I  offered  him  a  life  saver. 
With  a  smile  he  declined. 

"How  about  stepping  across  to 
the  drug  store,"  I  suggested  as  an 
alternative,  "and  tossing  ofif  a 
listerine  cocktail?"  Zilch  was  quite 
emphatic  in  his  refusal. 

It  was  some  weeks  later  that  I 
encountered  Zilch.  We  were  fellow 
passengers  on  a  Court  Street  bus. 
I  had  noticed  that  as  he  looked 
out  through  the  grating,  the  police- 
guard  fell  off  into  the  street  and  lay 
quite  still. 

"Tell  me,"  I  said  to  him.  "How 
come  this  strange  diet  of  yours?" 

"Well,  I'll  tell  you,"  said  Zilch, 
whispering  close  to  my  ear  before 
I  could  get  to  the  other  end  of  the 
wagon.  "It's  like  this.  Some  years 
ago  I  was  like  every  other  sales 
manager,  struggling  along  with  my 
little  red  pins  on  the  wall  chart 
over  my  desk,  when  I  realized  that 
something  was  wrong.  Our  com- 
petitors were  getting  ahead  of  us. 
Sales  were  falling  off.  I  called 
some  of  the  boys  into  the  office  one 
morning,  and  asked  them  what  was 
the  matter.  'What's  the  matter?' 
I  said  to  Fred.  It  was  a  nice  prob- 
lem, if  I  do  say  so,  for  I  knew  that 
each  of  our  boys  carried  as  large  a 


listerine  kit  as  any  on  the  com- 
peting sales  forces.  So  you  can  see 
that  it  was,  well,  a  nice  problem. 

"Well,  Fred,  he  didn't  know 
what  to  say.  Neither  did  Joe  or 
Harry.  They  were  all  getting 
pretty  discouraged,  and  their  little 
brief  cases  hung  down  limply  like  a 
beaten  dog's  tail.  Then  I  got  the 
Big  Idea.  'Boys,'  I  said,  'We've 
had  it  doped  out  all  wrong.  It's 
novelty  that  gets  by  in  this  man's 
world,  and  novelty  we're  gonna 
give  'em!'  I  picked  up  Fred's  brief 
case  and  took  out  his  bottle  of  lis- 


L/ui  Youri'df 
\  Piece   of 
Thecal 


Boy  Friends!  When  you 
pop  the  question  you  can 
make  her  say  uncle  with  this 
handy  Uttle  persuader. 

Cemeteries!  What  is  your 
annual  turnover?  Our  new 
Blu"  Beard  R?zor  has  proved 
an  invaluable  business  getter 
to  all  graveyards  willing  to 
dig  for  business. 


THE  BLUE  BEARD  CORPSERATION 
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SUPERFLUOUS  '  hair,    moles     permanently 
removed.      Randolph    0078.      Lambert'a. 
Sherbourne. 

ThOOT  Specialist,  removes  corns,  bunions, 
^  la«rowlng  nails.  Phone  Lambert's,  629 
Sherbourne. 93-DY 

-t»notnnnntl hajld mnccagj 


A  nice  clean-cut  layout 


Notice  the  clever  spacing  and  the  personal 
touch. 


terine.  Dramatically  I  cracked  it 
over  his  head.  Well,  sir,  you  could 
have  knocked  him  over  with  a 
feather!  I  phoned  up  the  delicat- 
essen and  had  them  send  around  the 
biggest  order  of  Limburger  they 
had  put  out  since  1903,  second 
biggest  year  for  Limburger  since 
the  war  of  1812.  What  was  the 
result?  Now  our  boys  simply 
knock  'em  dead  without  half  trying. 
Sales  resistance  is  weakened,  the 
prospect  is  overcome  with  our 
sales  talk,  and  another  thing,  we 
haven't  had  any  padded  expense 
accounts  lately  as  the  boys  just 
don't  seem  to  be  interested  in  fuss- 
ing the  frails  in  the  tank  towns." 

I  looked  at  Zilch  in  amazement. 
His  oratory  left  me  gasping.  You 
could  have  knocked  me  over  with 
a  feather. 
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Strange  Customs 

A  Little  Treatise  on  Customs  Houses  and  Their  Work — tf  Any 


The  story — Driven  to  desperation  in  an 
attempt  to  achieve  the  impossible,  Brother 
Abdul,  a  rising  young  balloonist,  falls 
from  Grace,  his  pet  balloon.  On  the  'way 
down  he  passes  by  the  fourth  storey  window 
of  beautiful  Marietta  Mush.  Just  at  this 
juncture,  a  stranger  knocks  at  Marietta's 
door,  and  in  far  away  Vancouver  Otto 
Grim,  the  hermit  of  the  rocks,  came  home 
to  find  his  supper  all  cold.  Jenny  and 
Peter  are  married,  but  Gaston,  disgusted 
by  Ermintrude'  s  infidelity,  elopes  with 
the  hermit.  Then  came  the  War.  Brother 
Abdul  becomes  a  submarine  chaser  and 
catches  a  severe  cold.  While  in  the  hospital, 
the  two  newly  married  couples,  aided  by 
the  Colonel  and  his  three  little  daughters, 


By  Au  Gratin  O'Deary 


decide  to  climb  Mount  Aetna.  We  now 
see  them  at  the  happy  reunion.  "Herman," 
cries  Tillie.    Now  go  on  with  the  st  ory. 

MANY  people  in  this  broad  Dominion 
are  unfortunately  only  partly  aware 
of  the  splendid  functioning  of  our 
fine  Customs  Houses.  Many  more  are 
at  a  total  loss  to  understand  the  object  of 
these  fine  institutions.  Of  course  the 
writer  is  not  one  of  these  people.  This 
article  was  written  entirely  from  the 
outside,  following  which  and  after  the 
golden   words  had   been  set  in  type,  an 


exploring  party  (1)  located  a  Customs 
House  and  (2)  explored  it.  The  deduc- 
tions about  to  be  propounded  herein  were 
found  to  be,  beyond  the  slightest  possi- 
bility of  inaccuracy,  a  lot  of  hot  air. 

The  fine  fellows  who  work  in  our  Cus- 
toms Houses  are  known  as  Customers 
(Latin  mores,  a  moron),  and  they  do  their 
little  bit  to  brighten  the  coroner,  and 
there  you  are.  This  worthy  object  is 
attained  by  little  exhibitions  of  fisticuffs 
and  suicide,  which  one  may  behold 
daily  by  a  visit  to  the  cute  little  queues 
in  front  of  the  wickets. 

Anyone  may  readily  understand  the 
Customs  procedure  once  he  has  a  good 
grasp   on   the   basic   principle  sometimes 
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With  apologies  to  "Maclean's" 


known  as  "hide-the-parcel." 
Let  us  say  that  we  are  a  worthy 
citizen  and  we  receive  word 
that  a  parcel  directed  to  us 
from  Aunt  Tabatha  of  Grand 
Rapids,  Mich.,  is  held  at  the 
Customs  House.  We  are  court- 
eously advised  that  if  we 
■will  be  good  enough  to  take  a 
•week  off  and  come  down  and 
get  it,  we  will  avoid  a  sock  in 
the  eye.  The  following  proced- 
ure is  strongly  advised:  Taking 
a  light  breakfast  of  mackerel 
and  Persian  figs  (Smyrna  dates 
will  do),  and  strapping  securely 
to  your  back  a  few  da}.s'  supplies, 
.and  not  forgetting  a  tooth- 
brush, we  set  off  for  a  day  in 
the  woods.  When  we  have 
reached  a  point  five  miles  from 
the  nearest  habitation,  then  we 
smartly  whip  out  our  handy  Colt 
revolver  and  blow  our  brains  out. 
This  procedure  may  sound 
to  some  just  a  little  bit  like 
begging  the  question.  How- 
ever, it  is  recommended  as  the  best 
way  as  we  found  that  after  lining  up 
three  days  and  five  nights  waiting  for 
parcels  that  our  aim,  through  exhaustion. 


Tl 


IE  CABINET  ARRIVES  TO   INSPECT  THE  NEW 
CUSTOMS  HOUSE 


had  become  so  unsteady  that  we  have  been 
unable  to  hit  ourself.  The  offers  of  several 
kind  frientis  in  this  matter  are  now  under 
consideration. 


In  the  next  issue  of 

MA  CLEANS 

FOLLOWING  our  policy  of  presenting  the  best  in 
Canada,  the  next  issue  of  Macleans  will  carry 
a  story  by  Mr.  Beaver  Canuck,  a  distinguished 
Canadian  whose  parents  were  Canadians  and  whose  an- 
cestors came  over  to  these  shores  in  the  first  Viking 
ship.  Mr.  Canuck  fought  in  the  battle  of  Queenston 
Heights  and  performed  the  remarkable  feat  of  taking 
part  in  the  South  African  war  at  the  same  time.  His 
hobbies  are  collecting  maple  leaves  and  plucking 
United  States  flags  ofif  American  tourists'  automobiles. 
His  story  is  cleverly  entitled : 

"Oh  Canada!" 


Notice  to  the  Public:  The  publishers  of  Macleans  have  been 
pained  and  surprised  to  learn  that  several  people  are  attempting 
to  buy  this  publication  by  tendering  American  dimes.  This 
insult  to  the  flag  must  be  stopped. 


A  word  as  to  how  "Hide-the- 
Parcel"  works  out,  should  one 
actually  enter  a  Customs  House, 
may  be  given  here.  In  the  first 
place,  look  in  your  hand  to  see 
what  card  you  hold.  If  you  have 
but  one  card,  don't  give  it  up 
but  go  home  and  wait.  Another 
will  arrive.  This  is  called  a 
"second  notice".  The  "second 
notice"  is  highly  prized,  as  in 
"Hide-the-parcel"  the  Deuce 
takes  the  Ace  and  the  customer 
gets  the  Deuce.  Lay  your  cards 
down  face  up  on  the  counter. 
Pretty  soon  one  of  the  Customs 
officials  will  notice  you.  Don't 
forget  that  he  is  the  King,  and 
unless  you  happen  to  be  a  Queen 
he  will  regard  you  as  a  Knave. 
If  you  are  lucky,  he  will  take 
your  cards  and  hand  ]^i|i>to  a 
youth  who  is  suppo^^' fo  ■*get 
your  parcel.  He,  however,  is 
the  Joker,  and  speria^.  hours 
wandering  around  looking' whist- 
ful.  When  you  get  your  parcel, 
you  will  probably  find  you  have  the  wrong 
suit  and  thus  will  be  unable  to  produce  the 
necessary  ten  spot.  You  will  be  broken- 
hearted and  soon  laid  under  with  a  Spade. 


Wit,  Wisdom 
and  Whimsicality 


Hey  Hey! — Glass  bottom  boats  are 
to  be  used  for  sight  seeing  on  America's 
famous  rivers.  "Glass  bottoms  of  the 
Swanee   River!" — Listowel   Hammer. 

*  *       * 

Good  Advice — We  hear  a  lot  of  com- 
plaining these  days,  but  not  from  the  man 
with  his  shirt  sleeves  rolled  up  and  a 
pencil  behind  his  ear. — North  Bay 
Plugget. 

*  *       * 

Vo-dee-o-do — A  visitor  reports  that 
the  famous  Swanee  River  is  disfigured  by 
discarded  whiskey  bottles.  "Black  bottles 
of  the  Swanee  River!" — Toronto  Male 
&  Vampire. 

*  *       * 

Too  Bad- 
Lies  buried  here 
Young  William  Vane. 
He  tried  to  stop 
An  aeroplane. 

— Moose  Jaw  Crimes. 

*  *       * 

Mistaken  Identity — "Who  was  that 
lady  I  seen  you  with  last  night?"  "That 
was  no  lady.  That  was  my  wife." — 
Montreal  Gazelle. 

*  *       * 

Hunters'  Note — A  bird  in  the  hand  is 
worth  two  in  the  bush. — Hamilton 
Incinerator. 

*  *       * 

Come  on  Across — Q.  Why  does  a 
chicken  cross  the  road?  A.  To  get  to  the 
other  side. — Regina  Ghost. 

*  *       * 

Will  He  Make  It? — Canada  is  look- 
ing to  Sir  Henry  Thornton  to  make  good 
with  the  C.N.R.,  says  a  contemporary. 
O  Henry!  say  we. — Fredericton  Wail. 
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With  apologies  to  ''Canadian  Homes  and  Gardens''' 


CULTIVATING  CANADIAN  FLORA 


The  Forests  of  Northern  Ontario  Hold  a  Romantic  Secret^ 
the  Discovery  of  Which  Forms  a  Charming  Idyl 


FAR  back  in  the  leafy  forests  of 
Northern  Ontario,  back  where 
the  black   flies   buzz   louder, 
where  the  mosquitoes  murmur  more  musically,  back 
where   the   moonshine  is  murkier,   that  is  where   I 
found  Canadian  Flora. 

This  tender  plant,  this  vagrant  blossom  requires 
the  most  skilful  cultivation ;  none  but  the  most  dar- 
ing enthusiast  would  attempt  the  task.  For  the 
benefit  of  others  who  may  wish  to  cultivate  Canadian 
Flora,  I  will  give  my  experiences.  In  the  first  place, 
wheedling  is  no  good.  Canadian  Flora  is  very  shy. 
It  is  practically  useless  to  approach  her  with  a  bon- 
bon in  the  palm  of  an  outstretched  hand  and  a  halter 
held  behind  one's  back.  The  pretty  creature  shies 
away  at  the  slightest  thing.  A  bottle  of  whiskey 
placed  on  a  stump  in  the  midst  of  a  clearing  and 
attached  to  a  large  bear  trap  proved  equally  in- 
efficacious, since  after  being  snared  the  little  darling 


By  0.  HOWEY  RAVES 


polished  off  the  whiskey  and  prac- 
tically ruined  the  bear  trap.  How 
then  did  I  finally  cultivate  Can- 
adian Flora?  Well,  I'll  tell  you.  It  was  this  way. 
While  walking  in  the  woods  one  day  in  the  merry, 
merry  month  of  May,  I  chanced  to  hear  the  beautiful 
voice  of  Flora  raised  in  song.  At  first  I  thought  it 
was  the  black  birds,  but  the  advent  of  several  terrified 
timber  wolves  soon  told  me  that  it  was  none  other 
than  Flora  herself  who  was  approaching.  Thinking 
quickly,  I  hid  my  rifle  behind  a  tree  so  that  I  might 
appear  unarmed.  The  trick  worked,  for  with  a 
scream  of  delight  the  dainty  miss  snatched  me  off 
my  feet  and  carried  me  off  to  her  cabin  over  the  hill. 
Our  love  nest,  I  call  it,  for  I  need  scarcely  tell  you 
that  Flora  and  I  were  married  and  have  three  darling 
little  pigs  in  the  pen  so  we  can  have  fresh  bacon 
every  morning.  And  that  is  how  I  cultivated  Can- 
adian Flora. 


The  charm  of  the  livingroom  of  Mrs.  Adolph  Gazabo  is  its  simpljr.Hy ,      f\[nt.ir.f.  thp.  exquisite  flowcnng 

pernicious  anaemia  in  the  vase  {pronounced  vawz). 
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With  apologies  to  "The  Chatelaine 


/unc/amenia/s  o/^ /louseAeeping 

By-I^utKle^^     Feed. 


l^  NOCK,   knock,  knock,  went  the 
front  door  bell. 

"Oh  heck,"  said  Anne.  "Whose 
hand  summons  me  from  my  downy 
couch  at  this  early  hour?" 

Indeed,  it  was  only  half  past 
eleven,  but  Anne,  with  a  shriek  of 
girlish  laughter,  jumped  out  of  bed 
and  after  pouring  herself  a  stiff 
bromo,  staggered  to  the  door. 

It  was  Gertrude,  of  all  people, 
dear  girlish,  giggling,  ghastly  Ger- 
trude. And  what  should  Gertrude 
be  wanting  on  a  day  like  this? 
Hmmm,  dunt  esk! 

"Oh,  Anne,  I've  finally  grabbed 
off  rich  old  Daddy  Tucker,  and 
we're  going  to  be  married 
next  Monday,  if  he  lives 
that  long,  and  I  can  drag 
him  to  the  altar!"  she 
fairly  blurted  out. 

"You're  blurting  very 
well  this  morning,  dearie," 
said  Anne  to  the  modest 
little  thing,  who  crimsoned 
ever  so  slightly  at  the  tip  of 
her  dainty  nose. 

"The  fact  is,"  went  on 
Gertie,  "I  expect  the  old 
fossil  will  hang  on  for  a  few 
weeks  or  so  and  I  wont 
come  into  the  money  while 
he  is  alive.  Now,  darling, 
I  was  just  wondering.  You 
remember  that  delightful 
luncheon  you  served  three 


weeks  ago  come  Michaelmas?  I'm 
sure  I'll  never  forget  it.  Won't 
you  be  a  lamb  and  tell  me  the 
recipes  for  some  of  those  dishes? 
I  know  they  would  be  just  the 
thing   for   my   darling    hubby." 

"You're  on,  kid,"  said  Anne. 
"Slip  us  five  bananas." 

So  the  two  girls,  arm  in  arm, 
tripped  into  what  Anne  laughingly 
called  her  Borgia  Room,  but  which 


was  really  just  the  dinkiest  little 
white  kitchen  in  the  whole  wide 
world. 

Anne  took  down  a  book  of  re- 
cipes entitled  "Poisons  and  Their 
Antidotes,"  and  soon  a  certain  two 
bobbed  heads  were  close  together 
concocting  schemes.  Here  are  a 
couple  of  the  schemes  that  the  two 
little  rascals  concocted. 


A  delightful  soup: 

To  a  half  brick  of  ice  cream  add 

a  glassful  of  gin  and  two  ounces  of 

ginger  ale.    Break  two  cold  storage 

eggs,  mix  and  shake  well 

and  serve  lying  down. 

Skunk's  Misery: 

From  the  corner  grocery 
obtain  one  box  of  straw- 
berries. Hull  well  and  then 
simmer  over  a  slow  fire  in 
lard.  After  half  an  hour 
add  two  ounces  of  stove 
polish  and  a  dash  of  O'- 
Cedar  Oil.  To  serve,  place 
the  knee  firmly  on  the 
diner's  neck.  With  a  small 
crowbar  or  "jimmy"  force 
the  teeth  open.  If  unsuc- 
cessful, discard  the  dish 
and  paste  him  a  couple  of 
times  over  the  beezer  with 
the  crowbar. 


With  apologies  to  "The  Business  Woman 
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Her  Hobby  Became 
an  Obsession 


An  Exclusive  Interview  with  Daisy  Holocaust, 
the  Smart  Little  Writer  Who  is  now  Recog- 
nized as  One  of  Canada's  Leading  Obsessional 
Women. 


By  LILLIAN  GUSH 


A  new  portrait  of  Daisy  in  her  expensive  suite 


It  is  evening  in  a  great  hotel. 
It  is  just  like  any  other  hotel, 
that  is,  until  we  come  to  the  door 
of  one  of  the  finest  suites.  What 
is  that  steady  clink,  clink,  clink 
that  we  hear?  Ah,  it  is  Daisy 
Holocaust  counting  the  day's  tak- 
ings. This  is  the  story  of  a  little 
girl  who  turned  her  hobby  into  a 
paying  proposition. 

As  a  child,  Daisy's  pet  thrill  was 
sending  comic  valentines  to  people. 
Growing  a  little  older,  and  de- 
veloping a  strong  personality,  she 
amused  herself  by  writing  naughty 
letters  to  Santa  Claus  anonymous- 
ly. It  was  at  the  age  of  sixteen 
that  she  really  took  up  writing 
intensively.  By  this  time  she  had 
perfected  a  backhand  scrawl  quite 
unlike  her  usual  writing,  and 
amused  herself  by  sending  letters 
like  the  following  to  her  friends: 


"Dear  Jack., — 
/  think  ''  's  only 
fair  to  tell  you 
that  somebody 
you  k^ow  has 
been  saying 
things  about  you 
that  proves  she  is 
not  really  the 
friend  you  think  she  is.  I  am  only 
writing  you  for  your  own  good. 

A  Friend." 

In  this  way  Daisy  had  a  lot  of 
good  clean  fun,  biit  it  must  be 
remembered  that  so  far  she  was 
only  an  amateur.  However,  great 
oaks  from  iittle  peanuts  spring, 
and  this  little  nut  had  a  pretty 
hard  shell.  So  Daisy  soon  saw  the 
possibilities  of  developing  her  tal- 
ent. She  had  the  writer's  nose  for 
news,  and  it  didn't  take  her  very 
long,  I  can  tell  you,  to  find  out 
that  old  Judge  Tinwhissle  had  a 
habit  of  slipping  downstairs  to  his 
cellar  every  night  to  open  a  bottle 
or  two  of  something  stronger  than 
ginger  pop.  Daisy  was  very  clever 
and  left  no  footsteps  in  the  garden 
outside  the  Judge's  cellar  window. 
It  was  about  this  time  that  Daisy 
began      corresponding      with      the 


Judge  and  the  Judge  began  leaving 
ten  dollar  bills  in  old  stumps  and 
places.  Shortly  after  Daisy  had 
begun  selling  her  writings  to  the 
Judge,  her  home  town  had  a  boom, 
and  no  end  of  attractive  travelling 
salesmen  appeared  as  if  by  magic. 
Of  course,  Daisy  didn't  actually 
meet  any  of  them,  but  she  could 
get  their  names  and  addresses  from 
the  hotel  register.  Several  of  these 
bright  young  men  became  steady 
customers  of  Daisy's,  buying  op- 
tions on  any  amount  of  her  pen- 
manship. Of  course,  her  stories 
were  fiction,  but  it  seems  that 
most  of  the  young  men  had  wives 
somewhere  who  were  apparently 
most  unimaginative  and  who 
they  thought  might  not  appreciate 
reading  any  of  Daisy's  brilliant 
epics.  Well,  Daisy  is  a  big  girl  now, 
she's  moved  to  the  city  and  you 
couldn't  tempt  her  to  sell  her  writ- 
ings to  anybody  more  mere  than  a 
director  or  something. 

We  interviewed  Daisy  in  her 
expensive  suite.  "I  attribute  my 
success,"  she  said,  "to  attention  to 
details.  There  is  no  reason  why 
any  smart  girl  should  not  make  a 
success  in  this  interesting  work. 
Here's  your  watch!" 
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With  apologies  to 


publications  Jmiited 


L'  IFE  on  Cana- 
da's bays  and 
inlets    is    no 
longer  the  pa- 
cific existence 
that  it  was.     Modern 
inventions  and  modern 
customs  are  knocking 
the   spacious   days   of 
1927  for  a  loop.     By 
modern  inventions  we 
mean      the      powerful 
light  water  craft  known 
as  the  Sea   Flea    (see 
illustration),    and    by 
modern     customs     we 
refer  to  the  habits  of 
the  dashing  debutante 
of  to-day  (see  illustra- 
tion).  Time  was  when  a  man  could  swim  un- 
molested   across    Toronto    Bay,  Burard  In- 
let or  up  the  Lachine  Rapids.     But  to-day 
do  we  find  it  so?     Answer  echoes  no.     And 
yet  we  cannot  help  but  admire,  giving  the 
devil  his  due,  the  intrepid  siren  of  our  water- 
ways.   Those  dashing  damsels  who,  swooping 
down   upon  the  unsuspecting  male,  pulling 
him  out  of  the  water,  forcing  him  to  hold 
hands  or  swim  home,  constitute  the   most 
picturesque  aspect  of  our  lighter  navigation. 
How  well  has  the  bard  put  it — 
"Blessings  on  thee,  little  maid. 
Thee  the  man  must  kiss  or  wade. 
Swooping  down  you  lightly  take  them. 
When  better  men  are  made,  you'll  make 
them." 

True  Gallantry 

Let  us  not  suppose  that  gallantry  is  missing 
from  the  ranks  of  these  intrepid  frails.  One 
must  remember  the  incident  of  Bessie  Bitem, 
S.O.I.S.  (Scourge  of  the  Inland  Seas).  It  was 
on  the  evening  of  June  22,  1928,  that  the  valor- 
ous Bessie,  cruising  the  waters  of  Hamilton 
Bay  in  her  famous  three-bottle  sea  flea, 
"Frankie    &    Johnnie,"    sighted    a    man    at 


Sea  Flea 

Incidents  Grave  and  Gay  in 

the  Lives  of  Those  Young 

Mermaids       Who       Are 

Making     Our    Inland 

Waters  Romantic 

By  CAPTAIN  ALBUT  SUNDAY 


Illustrated  by   Unofficial  and  Impersonal 
Photographs 


8.05,  wind  32°  east  by  northeast,  visibility 
low,  morals  likewise.  Immediately  on  sight- 
ing the  "Frankie  &  Johnny"  purred  full  speed 
towards  the  enemy.    A  broadside  of  Djerkiss 


A  bunch  of  us  girls 
in  our  dashing 
new  Sea  Flea  out 
for  no  good  purpose. 


failed  to  produce  any 
visible  effect.  A  hand- 
to-hand  encoimter  was 
imminent.  Steaming 
alongside.  Captain 
Bessie  easily  effected  a 
capture.  In  spite  of 
rough  handling,  the 
prize  remained  adam- 
ant, whatever  that  is. 
Far  into  the  night  the 
battle  waged.  Finally 
even  buxom  Bessie 
was  forced  to  concede 
a  moral  victory  to  her 
prey.  He  had  ab- 
solutely refu-sed  to  hold 
hands.  The  words  of 
the  doughty  captain 
rang  out  on  the  still  night  air. 
''Very  well,  then.  Swim  home."  Her 
prey  dived  overboard,  and  let  it  be  said 
to  the  everlasting  credit  of  these  wampires 
of  the  waves,  Captain  Bessie,  divesting  herself 
of  her  red  wig,  dived  in  after  him  and  swam 
home  with  him. 

Tremendous  Captures 
Tremendous  captures  have  been  reported 
by  these  pulchritudinous  pirates.  Molly 
Mangle  is  credited  with  the  capture  of  a 
190-lb.  editor,  a  very  rare  specimen.  Gertrude 
Gettem  claims  the  championship  of  Thunder 
Bay  with  a  205-lb.  movie  actor.  Lizzie 
Lurem  claims  to  have  landed  a  genuine 
cabinet  minister,  weight  200  lbs.  Unfortunate- 
ly this  specimen  fought  so  hard  that  it  was 
necessary  to  mangle  it  quite  badly  before  it 
could  be  subdued.  The  result  is  that  no 
satisfactory  photograph  could  be  obtained. 
These  are  all  magnificent  trophies,  but  you 
should  have  seen  the  ones  that  got  away! 

Hunting  still  goes  on  for  Church  fish  and 
King  fish,  but  even  experts  admit  there  is 
small  hope  of  effecting  a  capture,  so  wilely 
and  elusive  are  these  deceivers  of  the  deep. 


With  apologies  to   "HUSH 
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"Gold  is  the  root  of  all  evil — give  me  some  of  the  root" 

"BLUSH" 

The  Noose  Paper  with  a  nose. 

An  utterly  indelicate  weekly  issued  every  Thursday  in  the 
interests  of  Virtue,  Mother's  Day,  Sweetness  and  Light. 


"Let  us  feel  that  we  are  alive,  not  on  our  knees,  cringing  and 
creeping,  but  standing  on  a  chair  looking  into  a  transom." 


EDITORIAL 


THE  LOWDOWN  ON  LOWENSTEIN 

We  are  sick  and  tired  of  hearing  about  this  Lowenstein  matter,  and 
Blush  is  now  ready  to  give  the  inside  dope. 

Lowenstein  could  not  have  disappeared.  In  the  first  place,  there 
never  was  such  a  person. 

Lowenstein  is  really  a  syndicate  of  wealthy  capitalistic  interests  whose 
scheming  minds  have  thought  up  this  clever  name  as  a  title  for  their 
predatory  combine. 

It  is  well  known  to  the  wiseacres  that  this  is  merely  a  scheme  to  take 
people's  minds  off  the  Ontario  Race  Track  situation. 

The  idea  was  that  if  the  newspapers  were  filled  with  "copy"  concern- 
ing this  mysterious  alleged  disappearance,  they  would  have  an  excuse 
for  not  devoting  attention  to  the  scandalous  situation  now  extant  upon 
our  tracks. 


A  NEWSPAPER  MISTAKE 

Toronto  newspapers  last  week  carried  not  a  word  about  the  mysterious 
disappearance  of  Charlie  Ross.  Yet  this  young  man  has  not  been  seen 
in  these  parts  for  practically  a  score  of  years. 

Is  he  perhaps  to  be  found  at  the  African  Golf  game  which  takes  place 
every  Saturday  afternoon  at  a  Bay  Street  broker's  ofifice. 

What  has  the  Honourable  Wallace  Nesbitt,  K.C.tosay  about  this? 
Would  he  perhaps  utter  again  his  pet  phrase  "the  shades  of  Blake!" 
or  is  some  mysterious  influence  at  work  trying  to  involve  the  Ontario 
Board  of  Censors? 


A  CASE  FOR  THE  ATTORNEY-GENERAL 

How  Long  Must  this  Evil  Prevail? 

A  drugged  or  somnambulent  press  chooses  absolutely  to  ignore 
the  scandalous  case  of  Consolidated  Niffnaffs. 

No  doubt  it  is  perfectly  all  right  for  the  directors,  the  Honorable 
Luffberry  Luff-Wuff  and  his  fellow  connivers,  to  tell  the  public  what 
they  think  of  stock  in  their  so-called  company. 


Things  We  Would 
Like  To  Know 


What  wealthy  young  armchair 
lunch  attendant  eloped  to  Paris 
with  his  grandmother,  and  is  this 
what  made  Mona  Lisa  smile? 


Who  looked  through  the  knot- 
hole in  father's  wooden  leg? 


If  Katie  still  sees  Gertie  and  what 
would  Alf  say  if  he  knew  about  it? 


Who  killed  Cock  Robin? 

Who's  little  baby  is  oo? 

What  coterie  of  New  York 
gangsters  has  been  holding  up 
school  children  on  Davenport  Road 
and  taking  away    their    lollipops? 


When  oysters  will  be  in  season 
again? 


If  Maisie  will  ever  forget  the 
week  which  the  tall  red-headed 
lawyer  met  her  at  the  beginning  of? 


METHODS  OF  THE 
UNDERWORLD 
Purse-faking — An  empty  purse 
is  laid  on  the  sidewalk.  Attached 
to  it  is  a  slender  thread  held  in  the 
hand  of  some  thug  crouching 
behind  a  wall  or  in  a  nearby  win- 
dow. When  a  member  of  the  un- 
suspecting public  comes  by  and 
steps  to  pick  it  up,  the  purse  is 
quickly  snatched  away  and  the 
public  realizes  that  it  has  been 
duped  again.  Let  us  hope  Chief 
Draper's  merry  men  put  an  end  to 
this   insidious   evil. 

Blush  is  now  prepared  to  tell 
the  public  that  Consolidated  Niff- 
nafTs  are  in  actuality  none  other 
than  an  organization  consisting  of 
the  same  pirates  that  put  across 
membership  privileges  in  the  notor- 
ious National  Association  of  Noo- 
dle-nippers, and  in  which  so  many 
people  lost  all — their  noodles. 

How  can  we  remain  silent  about 
this  fiasco  in  the  face  of  the  sharp 
decline  In  value  of  DIrtiand  Lake? 
Is  this  British  justice?  What  about 
the  Canadian  Manufacturers'  Asso- 
ciation? What  about  the  decline 
and  fall  of  the  Roman  Empire? 
What  about  this  town?  What 
about  that  town?  What  about 
Walla  Walla? 
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(1)    Isobel  Francis  Tail 

360  Manning  Ave.,  Toronto 


(2)   Mack  Laffen 

1-1303  Gladstone  Ave.,  Victoria 


(3)    Lillian  Caroline  Perry 
116  Fulton  Ave.,  Toronto 


(6)   Evelyn  Routledge 

76  Hanson  Ave.,  Toronto 


(16)    Margaret  Weart 

440   14th  St.  N.W.,  Calgary 


(17)    Albert  D'Aoust 

309   Bay  St.,  Ottawa 


(19)  Harold  Richard  Phoenix 

49  Ninth  St.,  New  Toronto 


(20)    Walter  H.  Hill 
R.R.  No.   1,  Nanticolce 


(32)    Esme  Willmott 
297  St.  George  St.,  Toronto 


(39)    Valdeen  Du  Vail 

711   Shaw  St.,  Toronto 


(40)    Isobel  Bryan 

44  Asquith  Ave.,  Toronto 


(43)    Violet  Nicholette 
88A  Crescent  Rd.  Aptg.,  Toronto 


(55)   Helen  Mitchell 

68  Rose  Hill  Ave.,  Toronto 


(56)   Daisy  Morris 

204  Station  St.,  Belleville 


(60)  May  Smith 
12  Waverley  Rd.,  Toronto 


(64)    Eleanor  Watson 
281  Rhodes  Ave.,  Toronto 


(7)    Maureen  Nicolls 

240   Danforth  Ave.,  Toronto 


(8)   M 

23  Gilgoi 


The  Finishing 
Hurry  in  ^ 


Which  of  the  people  found  on 
going  to  be  the  lucky  person  to  g 
wood,  with  all  travelling  and  hot 
of  one  hundred  dollars  a  week  a 
production  of   the  Universal   Film 

The  fortunate  winner  will  be 
All  of  the  contestants  found  upon 
by   the   Universal  Casting   Directoi 
most   likely   to   achieve   success   in 
of  the  winner  lies  in  yours,  our  ri 

Study  the  pictures  of  all  cai 
selection  fill  in  and  forward  the  cc 
may  be  the  votes  which  will  detet 

To  date  the  response  from 
indicating  the  high  degree  of  inte 
test  which  is  designed  to  give  son 
to  realize  upon  his  or  her  ambitio 

The  standing  thus  far  is  rem 
received  generous  support,  but  it 
particular  strength.  While  it  wj 
contest  to  indicate  the  order  : 
are  giving  some  hint  by  placing 
who  at  press  time  were  leading  tl 
however,  in  any  way  indicated  b 
two  pages. 

May  we  again  urge  you  to 
most  anxious  that  the  winner  of 
our  readers.  Make  your  selectio 
interesting  at  the  time  of  the  a 
was  the  general  choice  and  to  1 
role  in  the  determination  of   the 

GOBLIN  readers  will  note  tha 
appearing  in  this  issue.  These  can 
Casting  Directors  at  the  same  tim 
that  they  were  unable  to  furnis 
were  unavoidably  left  out  of  the 
fair  that  they  should  now  appear 
on  account  of  illness  or  other  re 
from  the  contest. 


(86)    Roy  Charlton 
169  Hampton  Ave.,  Toronto 


(89)    Edna  Jack 
241  Oxford  St.,  Ifontreal 


(90)    E.  Tellier 
228  Lake  Shore  Rd.,  Pte.  Claire 


(91)   Jose  Harvey 
Eldred.  Sack. 


(93)   Chai.  Turner 
e/o  Y.H.C.A..  Oshawa 


(94)  F. 
Maple 


agani  (9)    Ivy  Aileen  Ambroie  (12)    Vera  Mulgrue  (13)    H.  G.  Ballard  (14)   H.  H.  Goodfellow  (15)    Marie  Tucey 

Toronto  Scarboro  Bluffs  P.O.  29  Woodraount  Ave.  E.,  Toronto    1840  Sherbrooke  W.,  Montreal     214  Edgemount  St.  S.,  Hamilton    452   Lansdowne  Ave.,   Toronto 


3st  Is  in  Sight 
ir  Votes! 


and  the  two  following  pages  is 
3LIN'S  wonderful  trip  to  Holly- 
enses  paid,  in  addition,  a  salary 
on  arrival  be  cast  in  a  feature 
any? 

ined  by  the  readers  of  GOBLIN. 

four  pages  have  been  adjudged 
n  thousands  of  entries  as  those 
wood.      The   final    determination 

hands. 

8  and  then  after  making  your 
found  on  the  next  page.  Yours 
the  winner. 

ders    has    been    most    gratifying, 

ey  are  taking   in  this  novel  con- 

titious   Canadian  an   opportunity 

chieve  screen   success. 

y    close,    as    all    candidates    have 

'  natural   that  some  are  showing 

felt    wise    at    this    stage    of    the 

the    candidates    now    stand,    we 

lese    two    pages    the    contestants 

Their  actual   standing   is  not, 

r   relative    positions    upon    these 

I  your  vote  coupon,  as  we  are 
intest  be  the  popular  choice  of 
V,  and  it  will  be  tremendously 
:ement  of  the  results  if  yours 
liat  you  played  a  very  definite 
! 

!  are  six  new  faces  among  those 
I  were  selected  by  the  Universal 
le  others,  but  owing  to  the  fact 
ible  photographs  in  time,  they 
issue.  GOBLIN  has  thought  it 
ice  of  original  candidates  who, 
have    been    forced    to   withdraw 


(21)    Katherine  Finney 
328  Central  Ave.,  London 


(22)    Violet  Keeck 

166  Pacific  Ave.,  Toronto 


(26)    Irene  Layzelle 
38   Leuty  Ave.,  Toronto 


(28)    Jean  Pirie 
74  Annette  St.,  Toronto 
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(44)    Leonard  Philpott 
22  Walnut  St.,  Brantford 


(47)   Cicero  Miller 
R.R.  No.  2.  Woodstock 


(48)    Grace  E.  McCutcheon 
23  lona  Ave.,  Toronto  13 


(S3)    Beatrice  Moraw 

11123   86  Ave.,  Edmonton 


(68)   Orpha  Charbonneau 
Arnprior.  Ont. 


(75)    William   Jackson 
106  Ifarlborouirb  Ave.,  Toronto 


(77)    Mr*.  Mary  Nickaion 
WisetoB,  Sask. 


(82)    Yvonne  Schrag 
215  Jones  Ave.,  Toronto 


'enson 

Sask. 


(96)    Mervyn  Willard 
2877  St.  James  St.,  Hootreal 


(97)    Teddie   Ashton 
828  Euclid  Ave.,  Toronto 


(98)    Doris  Whit* 
12  Phippt  St.,  Toront* 


(B9)    Carmel  Baldaccbino 
617  Qnabeo  Ave.,  Toroato 


(100)   Marie  Laton 
28  lfoDt«itk,  Toronto 


WILL  ONE  OF  THESE  CONTESTANTS 
EMERGE  THE  FINAL  WINNER? 

Although  the  contestants  found  upon  these  two  pages 
were  at  press  time  lagging  somewhat  behind  those  on  the 
preceding  pages  in  the  vote  standing,  it  does  not  follow 
that    any    of    them    are  out   of    the    race. 

It  is  more  than  possible  that  one  of  them  may 
receive  greatly  increased  support  in  the  latter  stages  of 
the  contest  and  cross  the  line  as  winner.  If  any  of 
these  candidates  are  your  choice  for  GOBLIN'S  Great 
Movie  Opportunity  Contest,  give  them  your  immediate 
support! 

The  relative  position  of  the  candidates'  pictures  upon 
this  double  page  spread  does  not  in  any  way  indicate 
their  standing.  Forward  your  Voting  Coupon  NOW 
while  you  think  of  it,  and  if  you  did  not  send  in  last 
month's  coupon  and  if  it  is  still  available,  enclose  it 
along  with  the  one  at  the  top  of  these  pages.  Each 
Vote  Coupon  will  bring  your  favorite  candidate  several 
miles   closer   to    Hollywood. 


(10)   Norman  F.  Buckle 
1928  Oak  Bay  Ave.,  Victoria 


(11)    Hilda   Palmer 

41   Collier  St.,  Toronto 


(24)   May  Robert 
20A   Leopold   St.,  Toronto 
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(25)   Marlow  Gay 
1174  College  St.,  Toronto 


(27)    Donald  W.  Jacob* 

Melfort,  Sask. 


(30)   Claire  E.  Wilton 

71  Alexandria  Blvd.,  Toronto 


(31)    Wilma  Carmichael 
Birks  Bldg.,  Montreal 


(33)    S.  H.  H.  Symons 
Bowmanville,  Ont. 


liT^I-'  n''*'''o*"S?"'*''.  (36)  W.  W.  Sutherland  (37)   Ray  Edmonds  (38)    Helena  Semenuik  ^^      (41)   Elaine  Balcom 

167  College  bt.,  Toronto  260  St.  Clair  Ave.  E.,  Toronto         71  Ellerbeck  Ave.,  Toronto       1322  Georgina  Ave.,  Ft.  William  Cedar  Grove  Crescent,  St.  John 


(42)   Gordon  De  Dieu 

Dominion  No.  1,  C.B.,  N.S. 


(45)    Lionel  Hunter 
R.R.  No.  6,  Guelph 


(49)    Dan  Datri  (50)    Elsie  Geary  (51)   Sadie  Stewart 

Markham  St.,  Toronto  ^^  ^^S^  Park  Blvd.,  Toronto         US  Fairlawn  Ave.,  Toronto 
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(52)  Fred  Wood,  Jr. 
177  Gowan  Ave.,  Toronto 


(54)   A.  G.  McCormick 
Kenosami,  Que. 


(57)   Ullian  Oldham 
64  Howard  St.,  Toronto 


(S9)    Hugh  F.  Stevenson 
'The  Stuart,"  Stan.  Pk.,  Vanooaver 


(61)   Jack  Potta 
Ponoka,  Alta. 


(63)    A.  M.  Ryker 

84   44th  Ave.,  Lachine 


(65)    Eric  A.  Sprenger 

15  St.  Maurice  St.,  Three  Rivera 


(66)    Dorothy  Pollard 

123  Ivy  Ave.,  Toronto 


500    VOTE    COUPON 

Moving  Picture  Contest  Dep't,  Goblin  Magazine, 
86  Adelaide   St.  E.,  Toronto  2,  Ont. 

GOOD   FOR   500  VOTES 


Candidate's  Name  

Picture  No - 

Name  of  person  sending  this  coupon 


Address  - - 

This  coupon  when  neatly  clipped  and  brought  or  mailed 
to  the  Contest  Department  will  count  for  the  candidate 
whose  name  is  written  thereon. 

(Clip  out  neatly) 


(67)    Dorothy  Watkini 

1704  13th  Ave.  W.,  Calgary 


(78)   Rose  Kushner 

5562  Clarke  St.,  Montreal 


(87)    Dave  Morris 

646  Gerrard  St.  E.,  Toronto 
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(69)   Frank  G.  Morgan 

11539  94  St.,  Edmonton 


(70)    Catherine  Taylor 

19  Millbrook  Cres.,  Toronto 


(71)    Mary   Caveney 

160   Heward  Ave.,  Toronto 


(73)   E.  D.  Ellis 
Upper  Stewiacke,  Col.  Co.,  N.S. 


(79)    K.  Ryder 

370  Indian  Grove,  Toronto 


(80)    Grace  Evelyn  Moore 

2O9  Davenport  Rd.,  Toront 


(81)    A.  D.  Milligan 

35  Aileen  Ave.,  Toronto 


(84)    Vida  Greenwood 

543  Lonsdale  Av.,  N.  Vancouver 


(88)   Percy  Scott 
196  Vaughan  Rd.,  Toronto 


(92)    Joe  Bell  ,r,s\   i        c» 

3350  Dundas  St..  Toronto  Gen.^DtL.'Famlo^pr 


(101)    Archibald   D.   Bellamy 

231    14th  Ave.  E..   Vancouver 


PS.  B.C. 


(102)    Jack  Farrell 
16   Hillsdale  Ave.   W.,   Toronto 


(103)    Marge   Leroy 
Eogenville,  Ontario 


(104)    Gordon    Crouch 

1158  Mason  St.,  Victoria 


(105)    Rosie  Owen 
Penticton,   B.C. 


(106)    George   K.   Smiley 

37  2  Elgin   St.,   Ottawa 
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^m  IHUMMY  TM©IEK[T©Kf 


IR  HENRY  THORN- 
TON is  head  of  the 
Canadian  National 
Railways  but  is  hap- 
py,   anyway. 

He  is  fifty-seven 
years  old,  six  feet  four  inches  high 
and  averages  forty-eight  inches  in 
circumference.  His  hat  size  is 
eight  and  his  shoes  are  size  twelve. 
He  likes  to  wear  nice  shoes  and  is 
very  particular  about  them. 

When  he  was  young  he  wanted 
to  be  a  bishop  and  occasionally 
has  been  sorry  he  didn't  stick  to 
it. 

The  first  job  he  ever  had  was 
coaching  Vanderbilt  University 
football  team  in  1894  at  one  hun- 
dred dollars  a  week.  Then  he 
became  a  draughtsman  in  the 
Pennsylvania  railway  at  fifty  a 
month. 

His  salary  now  is  $65,000  a 
year.  He  has  a  large  house  on 
Pine  Avenue  in  Montreal  but  man- 
ages to  save  a  good  deal  because 
he   is   too   busy    to   spend   money. 

His  philosophy  of  life  is  that 
every  red-blooded  man  likes  a 
hard  job. 

His  official  weight  for  a  number 
of  years  has  been  two  hundred 
and  twenty  but  on  the  scales  it  is 
two  hundred  and  fifty-eight.  This 
used  to  worry  him. 


His  favorite  figure  in  history 
is  Napoleon  Bonaparte  and  he  used 
to  read  a  lot  about  him. 

He  seldom  reads  anything  now 
except  railroad  stuff  and  press 
clippings. 

He  can  make  a  good  speech  on 
a  minute's  notice  or  less  and  does 
not  mind  doing  so.  He  regards 
the  radio  as  a  great  invention. 

He  thinks  the  secret  of  success  is 
to  understand  human  nature  and 
is  glad  that  he  is  good  at  it.  He 
believes  that  the  worst  thing  in  the 
world  is  a  liar  and  that  he  can  tell 
one  by  the  way  he  shakes  hands. 

He  thinks  the  next  worst  thing 
is  a  man  with  no  sense  of  humor 
and  is  careful  about  his  own. 

He  likes  oysters,  small  pickled 
onions  and  almost  anything  that 
is  bad  for  his  health  but  does  not 
usually  eat  large  meals. 

When  he  went  to  England  to  get 
the  Great  Eastern  job  he  took 
two  suitcases  with  him.  One  was 
filled  with  clothes  and  the  other 
with  reports  about  the  the  Great 
Eastern.  He  read  them  all  the 
way  over  and  got  the  job  at 
$30,000  a  year. 

He  does  not  belong  to  Rotary 
or  Kiwanis  though  they  would  be 
glad  to  have  him. 

He  dislikes  driving  a  car  and  is 
suspicious    of    aeroplanes. 

He  says  there  is  more  liberty 
and  democracy  under  the  Union 
Jack  than  under  the  Stars  and 
Stripes  and  likes  living  in  Montreal. 

He  did  well  in  the  war  and  be- 
came a  major-general  in  trans- 
portation but  says  that  all  war  is 
stupid. 

His  close  friends  call  him  Hen  or 
Hank.     He  prefers  Hank. 

He  says  he  thinks  Canada  will 
have  twenty-five  million  popula- 
tion  about    1942. 

He  was  one  of  the  first  men  on 
the  North  American  continent  to 
wear  a  striped  collar  to  match  his 
shirt  but  usually  wears  white 
collars  and  shirts  now.  He  likes 
soft  sport  shirts  best  of  all  and 
would  wear  them  oftener  if  it 
weren't  for  public  ownership. 


He  plays  tennis  for  fun,  handball 
for  health  and  golf  for  business. 
He  is  polite  about  music. 

Logansport,  Indiana,  where  he 
was  born,  is  a  place  about  the  size 
of  Stratford,  Ontario.  The  house 
he  was  born  in  has  been  turned 
into  a  service  station  and  lie  has 
not  been  there  for  a  long  time. 

He  can  dance  if  necessary  and 
prefers  a  slow  fox-trot. 

He  is  legally  not  an  American 
any  more  because  he  became  a 
naturalized  British  subject  during 
the  war.  He  says  he  did  this 
because  "you  can't  use  a  visiting 
card  at  a  club  all  the  time;  unless 
you  are  a  bounder  you  become  a 
member  or  clear  out.  " 

Before  his  hair  started  to  turn 
grey  it  was  reddish  yellow  and  he  is 
still  supposed  to  have  quite  a  tem- 
per. He  has  a  useful  vocabulary 
but  believes  he  does  not  swear  as 
much  as  he  used  to. 

He  spends  a  lot  of  time  travelling 
in  his  private  car  and  had  a  bed 
put  in  because  a  berth  gives  him 
cramps.  He  also  has  a  shower  bath 
and  prefers  it  to  a  tub. 

When  he  was  manager  of  the 
Great  Eastern  in  England  he  had 
a  rear  platform  built  on  his  car 
so  he  could  wave  at  his  men  along 
the  road.  They  gave  him  a  gold 
membership  badge  in  the  National 
Union  of  Railway  Workers  when 
he  left. 

He  went  to  University  of  Penn- 
sylvania and  took  the  degree  of 
B.S.,  which  means  Bachelor  of 
Science. 

His  favorite  flower  is  a  carna- 
tion and  he  likes  to  have  one  in  his 
button-hole.  He  is  particular 
about  all  his  clothes  and  likes 
double-breasted  blue  suits  because 
he  thinks  they  give  slimness  to  his 
figure. 

Hats  give  him  trouble  and  he 
thinks  a  silk  topper  does  not  quite 
suit  him.     Neither  it  does. 

At  Pennsylvania  he  went  Psi  U 
but  does  not  wear  his  fraternity  pin 
now. 

R.T.L. 
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The  ^ane  of  Our  Childhood  Is  Now 
— The  ^oon  of 
^Motorists 


FOR  generations  of  boyhood,  we 
have  been  trying  to  tell  our 
parents  that  castor  oil  is  a  lubri- 
cant for  engines — or  somethin' — 
and  not  a  comestible. 

Millions  of  small  boys,  from  Japan 
all  the  way  round  to  Japan  again, 
both  ways,  will  be  delighted  to 
know  that  the  consumption  of 
castor  oil  in  the  manufacture  of 
Wakefield  Castrol  is  using  it  up 
at  a  beautiful  rate. 

Years  ago,  the  famous  chemists  of  C.  C. 
Wakefield  &  Co.,  Limited,  London,  Eng- 
land, perfected  CASTROL  Motor  Oil,  a 
blend  of  mineral  oil  and  castor  oil. 

Wherever  introduced,  Castrol  has  taken 
the  motoring  world  by  storm.  It  is 
now  sold  throughout  Canada  and  is 
recognized  as  The  Boon  of  Motorists. 


Any  garageman  selling  Wakefield 
Castrol  will  tell  you  what  this  cele- 
brated combination  of  mineral  and 
castor  oils  will  bring  your  car.  A 
silky-smooth  motor.  No  laboring  on 
hills.  Quick  starting  on  cold  morn- 
ings. And  real  dollar  and  cents 
saving;  you  get  2,000  miles  before 
changing  is  necessary! 

//  your  garage  docs  not  stock  Castrol  as  yet 
advise 

C.  C.  WAKEFIELD  &  CO.,  LIMITED 

"The  All-British  Firm" 


LONDON,  ENG. 


TORONTO,  ONT. 


WAKEFIELD 


WAAC.riE.LU  ^ 

CASTROL 

^     MOTOR   OIL 


In  the  interests  of  efficiency  use  Castrol  gear  oil  in  the  transmission  and  rear  end 
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HE  Forsyte  saga  is 
over.  In  Swan  Song, 
Galsworthy  brings  to 
an  end  our  acquaint- 
ance with  Fleur,  Jons 
and  Michaels,  and 
writes  finis  to  the  life  of  old 
Soames.  He  dies  still  wrapped  up 
in  the  often  aggravating  Fleur 
who  is  indirectly  the  cause  of  his 
death.  Her  carelessly  dropped 
cigarette   sets   fire   to   his   beloved 


bookx 


art  gallery,  and  in  a  single-handed 
frenzied  attempt  to  save  his  trea- 
sures, Soames  is  killed  by  a  blow 
from  a  falling  goya.  It  is  to 
Galsworthy's  everlasting  credit 
that  he  has  brilliantly  succeeded 
in  making  of  a  catastrophe,  which 
sounds  in  the  telling  as  though  it 
were  the  veriest  movie  material,  a 
convincing  and  thoroughly  exciting 
episode.  Galsworthy  could  no 
doubt  have  continued  his  sequence 
indefinitely — his  power  is  undim- 
inished; to  many  Swan  Song  will 
seem  the  best — he  could  have  gone 
on,  but  to  those  who  have  followed 
the  Forsyte  fortune  there  has 
come  a  conviction  of  a  cosmic 
significance  which  makes  a  conclu- 
sion seem  impossible.  The  saga  is 
ended,  but  the  melody  lingers  on. 


"^LL  THE  KING'S  HORSES." 
by  Louis  Stevens,  is  a  novel 
about  Budapest  before  and  during 
the  War,  and  it  has  in  it  a  lot  of 
dull  conversation,  and  in  it  the 
long  arm  of  coincidence  gets  a 
bad  strain  from  its  reaching  and 
grasping,  but  it  is  already  one  of 
those  books  which  we  have  begun 
to  inflict  on  people. 

"The  musicians  had  withdrawn 
from  the  great  room  oj  Count  Antal- 
faloy's  residence,  which  was  set  deep 
in  the  hills  bacli  of  Buda.  Two  great 
logs  crackled  in  the  fireplace  and 
from  the  largest  casement,  through 
the  falling  snow,  one  could  see  the 
Royal  Palace,  Moorish,  white,  im- 
perial, with  lights  in  half  a  dozen  of 
its  windows.  Twelve  o'clock,  had 
struck  a  short  while  before.  " 

It  starts  out  like  that,  and  any 
book  that  starts  out  like  that  is 
right  up  our  alley,  and  will  be 
until  hardening  of  the  arteries  sets 
in  and  we  retire  to  a  furtive  study 
of  the  barbarian  invasions  gf  Italy. 
All  the  King's  Horses  is  made  of 
the  stuff  of  the  wild  strains  of  the 
czigany    played    by    gypsy    violins 


'My,  my,   what  a  lovely  lot  of  children  you  have.  Rose,  they  are  the  perfect  image  of  their  father.^ 
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floating ^it  over  the-^ow-encrusted  river,  with  the 
lights  of  Buda  winking  across  at  the  lights  of 
Pest.  A  certain  young  man  has  the  habit  of 
driving  five  white  horses  before  his  sleigh,  and 
a  cluster  of  beautiful  and — well,  reasonable-minded 
young  ladies  form  a  coterie  that  conspire  to  make 
Elinor  Glyn's  heroines  as  sentimentally  inocuous 
as  Agnes  Macphail.  All  the  King's  Horses  should 
have  been  pure  romance,  and  if  Louis  Stevens 
had  left  it  at  that  it  would  have  been  perfect.  If  you 
have  no  objections  to  being  transported  into  a  mad, 
music-intoxicated  world,  we  recommend  All  the 
King's  Horses. 

"^SHENDEN  OR  THE  BRITISH  AGENT," 
by  W.  Somerset  Maugham  is  a  number  of 
related  short  stories  concerning  the  intriguing  adven- 
tures of  Ashenden,  a  British  Secret  Service  agent,  in 
the  capitals  of  the  world.  The  sequence  tells,  in  a 
setting  peopled  by  baronesses,  generals,  dancers  and 
waiters,  of  the  surprising  adventures  of  those  who 
play  the  contract  bridge  side  of  war.  More  sophisti- 
cated and  restrained  than  the  intrigues  of  the  late 
William  La  Queux,  they  have  none-the-less  the  savour 
of  romance,  and  the  centralization  of  interest  about 
the  character  Ashenden  takes  the  curse  off  the  book 
for  those  who  eschew  a  volume  of  short  stories. 

CHECK    LIST    OF    NEW    BOOKS    ON    PAGE    32. 


HOW    MANY    TIMES    HAVE    I    TOLD    YOU    TO    CUT    OUT 
THAT    SPIT    ball!" 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 


Thousands  of  New  Readers  Every  Month 


Moriey  Callaghan 

"A  Builder  of  the  New  Tradition 
in  Story-Telling  " 


The  young  Canadian  whose  first 
appearance  in  the  July  Scribner's 
was  heralded  from  coast  to  coast 
by  American  and  Canadian 
reviewers,  contributes 

"SOLDIER  HARMON" 

The  story  of  a  prize-fighter 

to  the 

FIRST  AUGUST  FICTION  NUMBER 

of  the 

New 

SCRIBNER'S 

MAGAZINE 

ON  SALE  AT  ALL  NEWSSTANDS 


Other  contributors  to  a  brilliant  number: 

Laurence  Stallings         Struthers  Burt 
Conrad  Aiken  Jesse  Lynch  Williams 

Don  Marquis  Stark  Young 

Zona  Gale 
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WRITERS 

IN 

VANITY  FAIR 

Sherwood  Anderson 
Robert    Benchley 
Hey  wood    Broun 
Clarence   Darrow 
Theodore  Dreiser 
Corey    Ford 
Maximilian  Harden 
Aldous    Huxley 
Walter  Lippmann 
W.  O.  McGeehan 
Ferenc  Molndr 
Paid    Morand 
George  Jean  Nathan 
Arthur  Schnitzler 
Deems  Taylor 
Jim    Tully 
Carl  Van  Vechten 
Rebecca    West 
Alexander  WooUcott 


ARTISTS 

IN 

VANITY  FAIR 

Ralph   Barton 
George    Belcher 
Edouard  Benito 
Pamela  Bianco 
Willia77i  Bolin 
Miguel   Covarrubias 
Warren  Davis 
Adolph   Dehn 
Hunt    Diederich 
Laurence  Fellows 
Rockwell  Kent 
Frederic  Lebrun 
Georges   Lepape 
Frans    Masereel 
Alan  Odle 
Henry  Raleigh 
Charles    Sheeler 
Edward  Steichen 
lycon  Underwood 


Are  they  wild  to  dance  with  you? 

Do  YOU  know  the  newest  steps  .  .  .  and  the  famous  stars 
who  step  them?  .  .  .  the  correct  thing  to  wear  and  just 
how  to  wear  it?  ...  the  cleverest  between-dance  chat  about 
writers,  music,  golf,  motor  cars,  drama,  art? 

Are  you,  in  short,  one  of  the  "somebodies"  of  your  crow4?  Or 
does  your  hostess  have  to  explain  why  you're  there? 

Vanity  Fair  will  keep  you  up  on  the  latest  dancing,  the  newest 
music,  the  smartest  night  clubs,  the  last  event  in  all  the  arts, 
sport,  literature  .  .  .  and  everything  else  that  differentiates 
the  cultivated  person  from  the  uninformed  nobody. 


EVERY  ISSUE  CONTAINS 


Theatres:  Stars  in  their 
ascendant,  cx>medy  in 
Its  glory.  The  season's 
Bnccesses»  and  why . 
Special  photographs. 

Night  Life:  Whatever 
is  new  among  the  crowd 
who  regard  dawn  as 
something  to  come 
home  in. 


Fashions:  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting  to  be 
well-groomed.  Current 
college  preferences. 

Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  Lions  photo- 
giaphed    with     their 

manes. 


Sports:  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  turf 
and  track.  By  those 
who  lead  the  field. 

Motor  Cars:  Speed, 
safety,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.  Sa- 
lons and  shows.  Many 
pictures. 


Movies :  Hollywood's 
high  lights.  The  art  of 
the  movies — if  any. 
And  photograph  s — 
ah-hl 

Bridge:  The  chill 
science  in  its  ultimate 
refinements.  How  to 
get  that  last  trick.  All 
the  experts  writing. 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  noto- 
rieties. Critiques.  Pho- 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them. 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 


World    Affairs:      The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic.  Intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State. 

Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  breaJc  ninety.  With 
photographs. 


yust  sign  the  coupon  NOW  ,  .  .  and  send  a  dollar  bill  along  to  keep  it  company  I 

Special  Offer! 

5  issues  of 
Vanity  Fair  $1 

Open  to  nete  tubacribers  only 
Single  copy  price  3Se.  Regular  yearly  aubacription  rate  $3.50 


Vanity  Faer — Graybar  BIdg.,  New  York  City 

The  price  of  mastery,  of  adoration,  only  $1  ?  Why  didn't 
you  tell  me  before?  Here  it  is.  Start  the  five  coming. 


Name.. 


Address.. 


City.. 


..State.. 
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"Funny  people,  these  natives  here, 
aren't  theyT' 

"Yes,  you  certainly  do  run  over 
some  strange  types." 

*  *        * 

Not  as  Bad  as  All  That 

Sweet  Young  Thing  (after  break- 
ing glasses):  "I've  broken  my 
glasses;  do  I  have  to  be  examined 
all  over  again?" 

Optometrist  (sighing):  "No,  just 
your  eyes." 

— Cougra's  Paw. 

*  *        * 

Pedigreed 

"And  you  say  you  guarantee 
these  canaries?" 

"Guarantee  them?  Why,  mad- 
am, 1  raised  them  from  canary 
seed!" 

— Brown  Jug. 

*  *       * 

Izzy:  "You  have  dropped  a 
nickel,  Papa." 

Moe:  "Teh,  tch,  that  you  should 
notice  it.  Do  you  want  pipul  to 
tink  we  are  Scotch?" 

—Golden  Bull. 

*  *        * 

Any  Peas,  Sah? 

"Waiter,  I'll  have  pork  chops 
with  French  fried  and  I'll  have 
the  chops  lean." 

"Yes,  sir;  which  way?" 

— Beanpot. 

*  *        * 

Just  Stringing  Her  Along 

"1  want  to  speak  to  my  hus- 
band," yelled  the  murderer's  wife, 
frantically  phoning  the  peniten- 
tiary. 

"Sorry,  madam,"  replied  the 
polite  warden,  "but  your  party  has 
just  hung  up." 

—  I  owa^  Frivol. 


SALADA  SMakes  oAn 

Instantaneous  oAppeal! 

No  matter  where  you  live  or  how  well 
you  think  you  are  suited  with  the  tea 
you  now  use,  you  owe  it  to  yourself  to 
try  Salada. 

Never  in  the  history  of  tea  drinking, 
has  such  delicious,  finely  blended  tea 
been  offered  to  the  public.  We  have 
such  confidence  that  you  will  be  pleased 
that  we  want  you  to  make  the  test  at 
our  expense. 

Write  your  name  and  address  on  this 
advertisement,  state  the  kind  of  tea  you 
now  use  and  how  much  you  pay  for  it, 
and  mail  to  the  Salada  Tea  Company 
of  Canada  Limited,  461  King  St.  W., 
Toronto.  We  will  send  you,  at  once,  a 
I  Q-cup  package  free,  for  you  to  try,  also 
copies  of  our  booklets  "Cup  Reading" 
and  the  "Art  of  Correct  Tea  Making." 


"SALADA" 


♦  <  ■ 
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OFFERS  UNUSUAL  OPPORTUNITIES 


Manyi  O.C.A.  students^are-succcsslully 
employed  creating  Advertising  Designs 
and  IlIustrations.Mnterior  Decorating. 
Sculpture.  Metal  Work.  Stained  Class, 
Jewclery,  and  other  highlypaidiwork. 

ONTARIO  COLLEGE  o/ART 

GRANGE  PARK,  TORONTO 

DAY  AND  EVENING  CLASSES  REOPEN  OCT 
WRITE    FOR   PRQSPEaUS   OR    PARTICULARS 


Bovril 

stimulates 

delicate 

appetites 


MANY  TORONTO  PEOPLE 


,  [otelIemqk 

3  minutes  to  New  Peace  Bridge  between  Canada 
and  Buffalo.     22  miles  to  Niagara  Falls. 

Picturesque,  restful  location,   Hotel 

Lenox  is  near  best  shops  and  theatres. 

Distinctive,  fireproof.     Good  garage. 

FAMOUS  FOR  FOOD 

Single  Rooms,  $2  to  $5;  Double,  $3  to  $7; 

A  Suite  with  bath  for  your  fatnilv,  $7  up. 
Write  for  free  road  maps,  and  hotel  booklet. 

North  St.,  near  Delaware  Ave. 
BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 

Clarence  A.  Miner,  President. 


In  September 

C9DUN 

Reverts  to 

Type 

A  subscription  received   NOW     | 

will  insure  that  you  got 

It. 
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EM  has  just  burst  upon  the  startled  pubUc  with  a  new 
Fall  lid — and  how! 


Somebody  told  him  that  a  well-dressed  man  alwaj^s  wore  a 

Brock  Hat,  and   that    was  the  finish  of    the  old    derby,  for 

Lem's  still  very  jealous  of  his  reputation  as  being  the  best 
dressed  man  in  Colton  County. 

{And  he  only  paid  $7.00  for  it!) 


■^Y^  Herbert 

Tareyton 

Smoking    Mixture 

Pipe    sessions    abruptly    ad- 
journed— ordinary     tobacco 
too  hot,  parching  and  flavor- 
less. But  Herbert  Tareyton 
■ — ah!   That's  different! 
C-o-o-O'l,  m-i-i-l-d.    Slow- 
burning,    flavorful,    more 
satisfying. 

in  Heavy  Foil  Wra  pper 
Hermetically  Sealed 


There's  SOMETHING  AaoiyT  it  you'll  like/ 


Among  the  New  Books 

Fiction 

Swan  Song,  by  John  Galsworthy  {Scrib- 
ner).  The  end,  alas,  of  the  Forsyte 
saga. 

Her  Knight  Comes  Riding,  by  John  V. 
A.  Weaver  (Knopf).  An  undistinguish- 
ed story  of  a  Brooklyn  typist  with 
champagne  tastes  and  a  beer  environ- 
ment. 

Show  Girl,  by  J.  P.  McEvoy  (Simon  & 
Schuster).  Behind  the  scenes  with  a 
tabloid  heroine,  plus  some  splendid 
satire  on  a  few  of  our  weaknesses. 

Farewell  to  Youth,  by  Storm  Jameson 
(Knopf).  Another  instance  of  blaming 
on  the  war  something  which  took  root 
before  it  started.  A  well-told  tale  with 
irritating  characters. 

Extremes  Meet,  by  Compton  Mackenzie 
(Doubleday,  Doran).  A  good  tale  of  the 
British  Secret  Service  laid  in  a  neutral 
country  during  the  late  war. 

Early  to  Bed,  by  Wood  Kahler  (Knopf). 
Another  novel  about  a  young  American 
in  Paris,  with  something  new  and  re- 
freshing in  the  line  of  Russian  countesses. 

War  Among  Ladies,  by  Eleanor  Scott 
(Little,  Brown).  Surprisingly  interesting 
revelations  of  life  among  teachers  in  an 
English  high  school  for  girls. 

Old  Adam's  Likeness,  by  Lucy  Poate 
Stebbins  (Houghton,  Mifflin).  A  read- 
able story  of  an  American  family  laid  in 
the  early  years  of  this  century. 

The  Woman  Who  Invented  Love,  by 
Guido  Da  Verona  (Dutton).  A  hot  and 
spicy  tale  of  social  intrigue  in  Rome, 
padded  with  much  worldly  wisdom  and 
sophisticated  comment. 

Brook  Evans,  by  Susan  Glaspell  (Stok.es). 
The  story  of  a  woman  who  paid  from 
1888  to  1916,  and  the  effect  of  her 
sacrifice,  to  the  third  generation.  A 
good  story,  well  and  simply  told. 

The  Death  of  Society,  by  Romer  Wilson 
(Knopf).  Hawthomden  prize  novel, 
deriving  its  title  from  a  notion  of  its 
heroine's.  Not  for  those  who  carry 
identification  cards  and  make  a  note  of 
the  numbers  of  their  watches. 

The  Window,  by  Alice  Grant  Rosman 
(Minton,  Balch).  One  of  those  pleasant 
novels  about  normal  English  people 
which  please  some  readers. 

Unforbidden  Fruit,  by  Warner  Fabian 
(Boni  &  Lioeright).  A  story  of  life  in 
women's  colleges  by  one  who,  in  spite 
of  what  the  jacket  says,  apparently  has 
never  been  there. 

Georgie  May,  by  Maxwell  Bodenheim 
(Boni  &  Lioeright).  The  tale  of  a  South- 
em  prostitute's  experiences,  not  inter- 
esting even  if  true,  which  some  review- 
ers are  likely  to  say  it  is. 

Armance,  by  Stendhal,  translated  by  C. 
K.  Scott-Moncrief  (Boni  &  Lioeright). 
A  resurrected  masterpiece. 
Less  recent: 

Shadow  of  the  Long  Knives,  by 
Thomas  Boyd.  The  Battle  of  the 
HoRI^ONS,  by  Sylvia  Thompson.  Way 
of  Sacrifice,  by  Fritz  von  Unruh. 
Black  Sparta,  by  Naomi  Mitchison. 
Men  Atwhiles  Are  Sober,  by  Stephen 
Raushenbush.  Pilgrims  of  the  Impos- 
sible, by  Coningsby  Dawson.  Quiet 
Cities,  by  Joseph  Hergesheimer.  The 
Old  and  the  Young,  by  Luigi  Piran- 
dello. The  Woman  Who  Rode  Away, 
by  D.  H.  Lawrence.  Therese,  by 
Francois  Mauriac.  Great  French 
Short  Stories,  edited  by  Lewis  Mel- 
ville and  Richard  Hargreaves. 
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Mysteries 

The  Bus  That  Vanished,  by  Leon  Groc 
{Macaulay).  A  bus  disappears  on  a 
Paris  street  and  with  it  seven  people. 
Another  of  those  stories  about  an  extra- 
ordinary invention.  Only  mildly  inter- 
esting. 

The  Seven  Sisters,  by  Jean  Lilly  (Dul- 
lon).  A  refined  murder  committed  (in 
the  best  literary  style)  for  the  honour  of 
a  distinguished  old  family.  Not  enough 
mystery  to  make  the  book  more  than 
gently  diverting. 

The  Amateur  Crime,  by  A.  B.  Cox 
{Douhleday,  Doran).  A  murder  is 
staged  to  satisfy  the  curiosity  of  an 
amusing  group  of  young  people  as  to 
how  one  would  behave,  believing  oneself 
a  murderer. 

The  Black  House  in  Harley  Street,  by 
J.  S.  Fletcher  (Douhleday,  Doran).  An 
exciting  yam  about  an  oh-so-evil 
doctor,  his  beautiful  niece,  and  a  young 
clerk  who  comes  into  a  fortune.  Ap- 
parently an  early  Fletcher. 

The  Double  Chance,  by  J.  S.  Fletcher 
{Dodd,  Mead).  Our  admiration  for  Mr. 
Fletcher  outstrips  our  vocabulary.  Here 
he  is  at  his  best.  A  better  best  than 
most! 

Juggernaut,  by  Alice  Campbell  (Douhle- 
day, Doran).  A  perfect  week-end  book 
if  you  are  unmarried.  If  the  wife  is 
along  buy  two  copies.  You  know  what's 
going  to  happen,  but  it  is  so  admirably 
done  that  you  don't  care.  The  top^of 
the  tree. 

General 

The  Complete  Works  of  Francois  Vil- 
lon, translated,  with  an  introduction  by 
J.  U.  Nicholson,  illustrated  by  Alexand- 
er King  (Covici-Friede) .  A  de  luxe  two- 
volume  edition  of  the  father  of  French 
verse,  with  biographical  innovations 
eind  extraordinary  pictures. 

Memories  of  Manhattan,  by  Charles  T. 
Harris  (Derrydale  Press).  Informal  and 
pleasEint  recollections  of  the  sixties  and 
seventies,  with  anecdotes,  personalities, 
ajid  period  illustrations. 

Bambi,  by  Felix  Salten  (Simon  &JSchus- 
ter).  An  idyll  of  animal  life  which 
belongs  at  the  head  of  its  class.  For 
both  young  and  old. 

The  Son  of  Man,  by  Emil  Ludwig  (Boni 
&  Lioeright).  An  effective  reconstruc- 
tion of  the  life  of  Jesus  by  one  of  our 
most  popular  biographers. 

Bryan,  the  Great  Commoner,  by'J.  C' 
Long  (Appleton).  Highlights  in  the  life 
of  a  man  who  always  put  on  a  good 
show.    With  swell  illustrations. 

The  Cavalier  of  Tennessee,  by  Mere- 
dith Nicholson  (Bobhs-Merril[).  Anoth- 
er story  of  Andrew  Jackson,  with  plenty 
of  conversation  and  personalities. 

The  Legend  of  Calvin  Coolidge,  by 
Cameron  Rogers  (Douhleday,  Doran). 
Sympathetic  study  of  a  man  who,  to 
quote  his  own  grandfather,  "ain't 
gabby." 

Harold  the  Webbed,  or.  The  Young 
Vykings,  by  Alfred  Aloysius  Horn  and 
Ethelreda  Lewis  (Simon  &  Schuster). 
"Trader  Horn,  Vol.  II."  The  "con- 
versations" part  as  delightful  as  in  the 
original  opus. 

The  Week-End  Library  (Douhleday. 
Doran).  Short  stories  by  well-known 
authors.  Splendid  for  the  guest-room 
table. 


'X- 


QUALITY 

In  every  part  of  the  world  Kermath  is  an  acknowledged  quality 

motor. 
Everything  considered,  Kermath  costs  less  than  any  other  motor, 
of  a  given  size,  on   the  market.     Its  superior  performance — 
greater   power — super  speed — unusual  economy  and   long  life 
give  you  your  money's  worth  in  the  fullest  sense  of  the  word. 
If  you  are  in  the  market  for  a  marine  motor  it  will  pay  you  to-day 
— right  now — to  write  for  the  latest  interesting  Kermath  catalog. 
KERMATH  MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 
5867  Commonwealth  Ave.,  Detroit,  Mich. 
90  King  St.  W.  Toronto,  Ont. 
3  to  150  H.P.  "A  Kermath  Always  Rurts" 
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P.K. 

CHEWING  SWEET 


Here  is  a  treat  that  can't 
be  beat!  Benefit  and  plea- 
sure in  generous  measure! 

CI  80 

Peppermint  Flavor 
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We're  Mad! 

^^UR  current  contest  has  appar- 
ently aroused  such  intense 
interest  that  someone,  needless  to 
say  misguided,  has  taken  the  pains 
to  inform  contestants  that  this 
organization's  intentions  with  re- 
gard to  the  contest  are  not  any 
better  than  they  should  be.  Our 
original  reaction  was  to  exclaim 
"Naughty,  naughty,"  but  since 
statements  have  been  made,  easily 
capable  of  disproof,  but  neverthe- 
less speciously  convincing,  which 
if  true  would  be  pretty  serious,  we 
have  now  got  a  gbod  mad  on.  The 
readers  of  Goblin  or  contestants 
who  may  be  approached  by  this 
person  will  confer  a  favour  upon 
the  firm  by  communicating  im- 
mediately with  the  Contest  Office 
in  order  that  proceedings  may  be 
taken  against  a  malicious  de- 
tractor. 
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goblin  goej^ 
to  the  moviex 

y^/iirh    Carroll  Carroll 


tractors  cannot  deny  that  it 
gets  around.  And,  after  all, 
why  shouldn't  it,  being  a 
movie  department?  Ho-hum! 
This  is  by  way  of 
leading  cautiously  up  to 
the  announcement  that  two 
of  the  most  controversial 
films  ever  shot  have  recently 


FEEL  terrible.  Those     believe   their   personal   god,    Emih      been  projected  in  full  view  of  these 
who  would  have  done     The  Robust,  can  do  no  wrong  they      ^^^^'^    ^^^^ .  carefully    focused    for 


with  me  for  not  car 
ing  for  Emil  Jan- 
nings  in  less  than  a 
critical  way  —  one 
Mr.  MacDonald  of  Edmonton,  a 
certain  Mr.  Patterson  of  Winnipeg 
and,  I  daresay,  others — have  just 
been  riding  me  to  death.  Thus 
hard  ridden,  1  saw  "The  Street  of 
Sin." 

I    have    decided    to    keep    right 
on  toward  death.     If  these  zealots 


are  respectfully  and  earnestly  re- 
commended to  stay  away  from  the 
aforementioned  opera.  Even  the 
most  divine  faith,  I  have  been 
led  to  believe  in  the  course  of 
my  wide  reading,  has  been  known 
to  crack  under  straining  circum- 
stances. "The  Street  of  Sin"  is, 
I   think,  one  of  these. 

However,  whether  this  depart- 
ment is  admired  for  its  judgment 
or   not,    even  its  most  devout  de- 


•DO  YOU  MEAN  TO  SAY  SHE'S  AN  ATHIEST?" 

•NOT  EXACTLY— SHE  BELIEVES  IN  THE  DIVINITY  OF  THE  MALE.' 


spots  on  which  to  place  one  daintily 
manicured  fore-finger  and  murmur, 
"This  is  poor  taste."  The  eyes 
had  no  luck  and  the  manicure  has 
worn   off. 

The  first  of  these  films  was  "The 
End  of  St.  Petersburg,"  the  second 
"Dawn."  The  former,  a  highly 
explosive  and  editorial  tract  on 
Sovietism  comes  to  us  from  Russia, 
where  they  make  very  superior 
motion  pictures.  The  latter,  a 
beautifully  unbiased  retelling  of 
the  martyrdom  of  Nurse  Edith 
Cavell,  is  the  product  of  Great 
Britain.  Both,  with  hardly  any 
reservations,  are  well  worth  time 
and   trouble  to  see. 

"The  End  of  St.  Petersburg"  I 
believe  to  be  the  greatest,  the  most 
impressive  expression  of  cinematic 
art  to  date.  It  leaves  one  limp. 
It  is  not  for  those  who  go  to  the 
pictures  to  be  amused.  It  has  no 
story,  save  that  of  oppressed  man 
...  no  hero  nor  heroine  save  those 
thousands  who  lived  on  cold  boiled 
potatoes  and  died  on  starvation 
wages.  Though  you  have  no 
feeling,  if  not  one  of  utter  revul- 
sion, for  the  doctrine  it  preaches, 
■  The  End  of  St.  Petersburg"  will 
leave  you  choked  and  inspired  by 
its  majestic  handling  and  its 
dynamic  photography. 

From  limitless  steppes  to  over- 
crowded slums — from  the  starving 
cruelty  and  sweat  of  torrid  muni- 
tions works  to  the  bleeding  cruelty 
and  filth  of  sordid  battle  fronts, 
this  intolerant  document  follows 
the  birth  of  Soviet  Russia  in  as 
rapidly  paced,  perfectly  conceived 
a  piece  of  art  as  seems  possible  in 
its  field. 

*'^AWN  is  another  tract 
against  oppression.  It  is 
not  set  down  in  hate,  nor  can  it 
be  so  construed.  Its  message  is 
not   against   any   one   people   who 
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wrought  war  but  against  all  people 
who  permit  themselves  to  be  yoked 
by  the  unreasoning  laws  of  mortal 
conflict. 

Our  erstwhile  enemy  is  treated 
graciously  and  shown  as  loathe 
to  become — though  it  is  inevitable 
— a  party  to  the  harsh  judgment 
and  ultimate  and  premeditated 
savagery  that  war  demands.  While 
the  mechanics  of  "Dawn"  could 
be  called  no  more  than  adequate, 
the  acting  of  Miss  Sybil  Thorndyke 
in  the  exacting  role  of  Nurse  Edith 
Cavell  is  as  clearcut,  fine  and 
glowing  a  piece  of  interpretation 
as  I  have  been  privileged  to  see  in 
many  months  of  movie  going. 

Neither  is  "Dawn"  a  picture  for 
those  who  "go  to  the  movies  to 
be  amused."  It,  and  "The  End 
of  St.  Petersburg,"  are  two  highly 
adult  films  to  be  seen  and  enjoyed 
for  what  they  are  by  people  capable 
of  such  enjoyment.  There  should 
be  more  of  these  people.  If  there 
were  we  might  see  more  such 
superlatively  fine  pictures. 

At  present  the  board  of  directors 
of  this  area  of  opinion  is  busily 
collecting  its  ideas  and  formulating 
a  plan  of  action  against  "sight  and 
sound"  synchronized  films.  If  it 
should  turn  out  that  we  are  in 
favour  of  them,  it  will,  at  this 
writing,  simply  be  one  of  the 
"breaks  of  the  game."  It  looks 
from  a  distance  as  if  we  were  going 
to  let  out  some  "squawkies" 
against  the  "talkies." 
And  Briefly 

"RAMONA."— In  spite  of  a 
militant  distaste  for  the  song  we 
saw  this.  The  song  is  still  terrible. 
The  picture  is  well  made  and  dull. 
Dolores  Del  Rio  may  be  a  good 
Mexican  but  I  doubt  if  she's  a  good 
Mexican  actress.  If  she  is  the 
Mexicans  are  still  way  down  South. 

"  THE  TIGER  LADY."— 
Adolph  Menjou  pretty  awful  and 
Evelyn  Brant  awful  pretty  in  an 
occasionally  diverting  (but  gener- 
ally  not)    farce. 

"THE  DRAG  NET."— One  of 
the  "Underworld"  type  of  pictures, 
a  modern  middle  western  thriller, 
that's  exciting,  implausible  and 
wholly  diverting  with  George  Ban- 
croft and  Evelyn  Brent  acting  and 
looking    grand. 

"THE  NEWS  PARADE."— 
The  first  of  the  sagas  of  the  lads 
that  risk  their  lives  to  shoot  the 
news  for  us.     Not  so  good. 


Being  "held  up"  is  never 
pleasant,  but  —  Player's 
always  please. 

"  It's  the  Tobacco  that  Counts.' 


PLAYER'S 

NAVY   CUT 


"NOW.  MY  LITTLE  MAN.  YOU'VE  NEVERESEEN^ME  BEFORE.  HAVE  YOU>** 
•NO    DADDY." 
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$5.00  Prize-Winning  Letter 

Prince  Albert,  Sask., 

July  15,  1928 
Editor,  Goblin  Magazine, 

Toronto,  Ont. 
Dear  Sir: 

Quite  a  volume  of  evidence  as  to  the 
merits  of  Goblin  has  been  submitted  to 
your  readers  under  "Free  Speech." 


free  J^peech 


To  paraphrase  a  famous  saying  with 
regard  to  witnesses,  they  fall  into  a  few 
main  classes,  chief  of  which  are  liars — 
d—  liars,  and  expert  or  professional 
witnesses. 

Possibly  as  dealers  in  fiction  lawyers 
are  experts. 

Does  the  implication  follow? 

I  think  not  but  choose  for  yourself. 

1  have  subscribed  to  Goblin  for  some 
years;  possibly  because  I  am  a  Toronto 
grad.  or,  as  I  prefer  to  think,  because  I 
appreciate  the  humor. 

Your  publication  satisfies  me. 

It  seems  to  me  that  doctors  .and  clergy- 
men are  the  chief  objectors  in  this  column; 
the  one  striving  for  welfare  of  body  is 
intolerant  of  influence  to  the  mind  or  soul 
as  affecting  the  body,  while  the  other, 
striving  for  welfare  of  mind  or  soul,  sees  in 
the  jokes  (as  interpreted  by  his  soul) 
obscene  or  doubtful  references  to  the 
body  which  affect  the  soul. 

Lawyers  understand,  appreciate  and 
allow  for  both  influences.     (I  hope.) 

Reverting  to  the  first  statements  in  this 
letter  I  realize  I  am  in  deep  water — but 
still,  there  is  a  choice. 

Let  the  member  of  each  recognized 
profession  here  mentioned  choose  for 
himself. 

Yours  sincerely, 
Colin  Baker, 

Barrister-at-Law 


Goblin  gives 
a  prize  of  five 
dollars  for 
the  best  letter 
published 
each  month. 
No  attention 
will  be  paid 
to  a  n  o  n  y- 
mous  letters. 


Matrimonial  Bureau 

Port  Credit,  Ont. 
The  Editor, 
Goblin's  Matrimonial  Bureau, 

Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

I  have  been  much  struck  by  the  splendid 
exhibits  in  the  last  issue  of  your  handy 
little  publication,  and  would  like  very 
much  to  meet  any  of  the  young  ladies 
whose  photographs  appeared.  I  am  a 
young  man  of  thirty,  a  farmer,  but  like  to 
have  a  good  time.  Any  of  them  will  do. 
Can  you  fix  it  for  me? 

Yours, 
True  Love. 
P.S. — My  sister  is  a  nice,  peaceable  girl 
and  a  hard  worker.     She  is  just  forty-two 
but  she  ain't  married  either. 
*        *        * 

A  Hand  for  Jimmie  Frise 

Garson  Mine, 

Sudbury,  Ont., 

July  14,  1928. 
Editor,  Goblin. 
Dear  Sir: 

I  am  pleased  to  note  the  addition  of 
Frise  to  your  list  of  cartoonists.  He  can 
portray  the  humorous  side  of  every-day 
life  as  Baimsfather  did  of  the  war.  In  the 
July  issue  practically  all  the  drawings 
except  Frise  could  just  as  well  represent 
a  thousand  and  one  other  jokes  as  the  ones 
printed  under  the  pictures.  To  me  the 
addition  of  this  artist  is  an  improvement. 
Other  readers  keep  writing  about  the 
improvements  they  find  in  our  mag£izine 
so  we  are  moving  in  the  right  direction. 
Yours  truly, 

Wm.  Smith. 


Hidkland 
%atkeriif 
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SCOTTISH  MUSIC  FESTIVAL 

Under  t\i  distinguii/ied  patronage,  of  H.R.H.  the  Prince  of  W.^iLes 

A  THRILLING   four-day  programme   of  Highland   Dancing.     Highland 
Music  and  Highland  Sports  in  a  magnificent  amphitheatre  of  Alpine 
Scenery  in  the  Canadian  Rockies. 

Can  You  Toss  the  Caher? 
The  Alberta  Amateur  .\thletic  Championship  Meet  will  fonn  part 
of  the  programme. 

Concerts  of  Scottish  Music  in  the  evenings  at  the  BanfT  Springs 
Hotel  which  will  include  a  revival  of  Burns'  famous  Cantata  "The 
Jolly  Beggars." 

Famous  concert  singers  including  Jeanne  Dusseau,  Campbell 
Mclnnes,  Findlay  Campbell,  John  Moncrieff,  Ernest  Morgan, 
Marion  Kopp  and  Marie  Thompson. 

Gaelic  folk  play  with  folksingers. 


Make  your  reservations  now  at  the 
BANFF  SPRINGS  HOTEL 
or  at'  any  Canadian  Pacific  Office. 


CANADIAN   PACIFIC 
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The  Stairway 

to  Your 

New  York 

Home 


HE  broad  and 
inviting  stairway  that 
greets  your  entrance  to  the 
Belmont  has  welcomed  the 
footsteps  of  many  notables 
who  use  the  Belmont  as 
their  New  York  home. 

The  location  is  unsur- 
passed, being  opposite  the 
Grand  Central  Terminal, 
and  within  easy  walking 
distance  of  the  business, 
shopping  and  theatre  dis- 
tricts of  New  York. 

At  the  Belmont  you  will 
learn  the  real  meaning  of 
personal  service,  which  has 
made  it  the  favorite  hotel 
of  so  many. 


JOHN  McENTEE  BOWMAN 
President 

ROY  S.  HUBBELL 
Manager 


The  Belmont 

Park  Avenue  and  42nd  Street 

New  York  City 

A  Bowman  Biltmore  Hotel 


Kentucky  Cheer 

Hopkinsville,  Ky., 

July  18,  1928. 
Editor  of  Goblin, 

Toronto,  Ont., 
Canada. 
Dear  Goblin: 

That's  the  first  time  I  ever  called  a 
goblin  "dear."  Perhaps  I  wouldn't  this 
time  if  it  happened  to  be  midnight  instead 
of  high  noon. 

1  received  a  copy  of  your  July  issue 
from  an  Ontario  friend.  Was  the  first  of 
your  magazines  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of 
reading.  I  appreciate  "Noisy  Neigh- 
bours" for  the  first  time  in  my  life.  Let's 
shake  hands,  will  ya? 

"It's  the  things  you  do.  and  the  smiles 
you  wear  that  makes  the  sun  shine 
everywhere."  Here's  Kentucky  cheer  to 
your  entire  magazine.  May  it  continue 
to  grow! 

Yours  sincerely, 

Lucille  Knight. 

*  *       + 

Thank  You 

Killaloe  Sta.,  R.  I, 

July  4,  1928. 
Editor  of  Goblin, 

Toronto  2. 
Dear  Sir: 

Your  magazine  bears  modified  re- 
semblance to  that  nether  region  of  ill- 
fame,  the  antithesis  of  Paradise.  The 
salient  points  of  one  serve  to  recall  the 
other. 

Goblin  is  full  of  torment — to  me,  a 
prosaic  person,  envious  of  Professor 
Leacock. 

Goblin  is  on  fire — with  the  glow  of 
enthusiasm,  the  sparkle  of  humor  and 
bright  flame  of  genius.  There  is  also  a 
varying  quantity  of  something  that  might 
be  called  "brimstone." 

Goblin  might  produce  weeping  but 
here  the  parallel  ends.  To  indicate  the 
other  points  would  be  a  gross  injustice  to 
your  excellent  production. 

Allow  me  to  praise  your  artists.     The 
drawings     by     Dick     Taylor     are     most 
interesting,    and     the    entire    success    of 
Goblin  evokes  my  congratulations. 
Yours  truly, 

A.  B.  Greeve. 

Dear,  Dear! 

Dear.   Dear 

Montreal,  Que., 
P.O.  Box  1843, 

July  13,  1928. 
Goblin  Magazine. 
Toronto. 
Dear  Sirs: 

Just  a  little  crack  at  this  magazine.  It 
makes  me  sick  every  time  i  read  it,  and 
good  and  mad  at  that.  You  say  it  was 
started  by  college  boys,  well  they  are 
certainly  a  pretty  serious  bunch,  and 
should  have  never  started  in  this  line. 

Why,  there  has  not  been  a  real  joke  or 
anything  a  p)erson  could  call  humorous 
in  any  copy  I  have  received  yet. 

Why,  I  could  find  more  to  laugh  at  in 
a  cemetery  than  I  could  find  reading  this 
bunk.  You  can  send  me  one  more  copy, 
after  that  I  am  going  to  give  it  to  some 
friend  I  have  a  grudge  against. 
Yours  truly, 

W.  L.  MacGillivray. 

*  •        « 

Reversible  Gear 

To  the  Editor  of  Goblin. 
Dear  Sir: 

Your  article  on  General  Currie  was  a 
crackerjack.  It  lends  strength  to  R.T.L.'s 
prestige  when  he  shows  that  he  can  boost 
a^  well  as  knock. 

David  C. 


Be  sure  and  bring  Blends 

that  new  cigarette 
^^,        in  the  yellow  package 


lO/orl5< 


British  Consols 

BIENDS 
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NEXT  time  you're  thirsty  go  to  the  nearest 
soda  fountain  and  ask  for  Evangeline  Pale 
Dry — the  new  Ginger  Ale  from  Acadia,  the 
land  of  Evangeline. 

Mellow  as  a  rare  old  wine — smooth  and  wonder- 
fully refreshing — you'll  marvel  at  its  rarely 
different  flavor  declaring  it  the  finest  Ginger 
Ale  you've  ever  tasted. 


gimi§|[y]03^ 


•roTy. 


^SBm^^ 


Minlnr 

A    CANADIAN-MADE    PRODUCT 


EVANGELINE 
RlU.EDRy^ 


GINGER  ALE 


The  Problem  Solved 


The  problem  of  bread-and-butter  letters,  how  to 
write  them  and  what  and  what  not  to  say  is  very 
much  to  the  fore  this  come-and-spend-the-week-end 
weather.  If  one  gushes,  one  appears  insincere.  If 
one  is  restrained,  there  is  danger  of  the  recipient 
feeling  that  the  visit  was  not  a  success.  A  reader  has 
suggested  the  following  convenient  and  fool-proof 
form  for  expressing  appreciation  of  hospitality 
extended. 
AN   AGREEMENT  OF   APPRECIATION,    made 

this  3rd  day  of  August,  A.D.    1928. 
Between: 

RoDERic  Roy  Zilch  and  Oscar  Smuck,  both  of 
the  City  of  Toronto,  in  the  Province  of  Ontario, 
two  of  His  Majesty's  most  devoted  subjects, 
hereinafter  referred   to  as  the  Visitors, 

of  the  first  part; 
- — and — 

Gilbert  Golightly,  of  the  City  of  Montreal,  in 
the  Province  of  Quebec,  financier,  and  Anna- 
belle,  his  wife,  of  the  same  place,  hereinafter 
referred  to  as  the  Visitees, 

of  the  second  part. 

Whereas  by  indenture  dated  the  27th  day  of 
July.  A.D.  1 928,  the  Visitees  did  offer  unto  the  Visitors 
an  invitation  to  be  present  and  reside  with  the  said 
Visitees  at  their  place  of  abode  in  the  City  of  Montreal 
for  a  period  not  exceeding  one  day  and  one  night, 
and  thereafter  to  proceed  to  Brockville  for  a  period 
not  exceeding  three  days  and  three  nights; 

And  Whereas  the  said  Visitors  having  first  duly 
and  carefully  considered  the  said  invitation  of  the 
said  Visitees,  did  conclude  to  accept  the  same; 

And  Whereas  the  said  Visitors  thereupon  by 
indenture,  dated  the  28th  day  of  July,  A.D.  1928, 
did  accept  the  said  invitation  of  the  said  Visitees 
above  referred  to,  and  such  acceptance  was  imme- 
diately communicated  to  the  said  Visitees  by  the 
mailing  of  the  said  indenture  by  way  of  His  Majesty's 
mail; 

And  Whereas  the  said  Visitors  in  accordance 
with  the  terms  of  their  acceptance  as  set  forth  in  the 
said  indenture  above  referred  to,  did  proceed  unto 
the  said  Visitees  said  place  of  abode  in  the  said  City 
of  Montreal,  and  were  received  by  the  Visitees  at 
their  said  place  of  abode  in  a  most  hospitable,  generous 
and  gracious  fashion; 

And  Whereas  the  said  Visitors  did  abide  in  the 
said  Visitees  said  place  of  abode  for  one  night  and 
part  of  one  day,  and  during  such  said  sojourn  the  said 
Visitors  were  most  hospitably,  generously  and 
graciously  entertained  by  the  said  Visitees; 

And  Whereas  the  said  Visitors  are  jointly  and 
severally  desirous  of  expressing  deep  appreciation  for 
the  said  hospitable  acts  of  the  Visitees  above  referred 
to. 

Now  Therefore  this  Indenture  Witnesseth 
that  in  consideration  of  the  hospitality  tendered  by 
the  said  Visitees  the  receipt  and  enjoyment  whereof 
is  hereby  acknowledged,  the  said  Visitors  do  hereby 
for  themselves,  their  heirs,  executors  and  assigns, 
covenant,  promise  and  agree  with  the  said  Visitees, 
and  each  of  them,  jointly  and  severally  as  follows: 
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1 .  To  forever  and  at  all  times  recall  with  grateful 
memory  or  memories  all  or  any  of  the  said  hospitable 
acts  of  the  said  Visitees. 

2.  To  always  be  available  and  at  the  service  of  the 
said  Visitees  in  the  matter  of  hospitality,  on  any  or 
every  occasion  of  the  said  Visitees  attendance  in  or 
at  the  City  of  Toronto. 

3.  In  the  event  of  or  on  the  occasion  of  the  said 
Visitees  attending  at  or  in  the  said  City  of  Toronto,  a 
desire  or  wish  is  expressed  by  the  said  Visitees  to 
imbibe  in  divers  alcoholic  beverages,  such  wish  or 
desire  shall  be  immediately  communicated  to  the 
said  Visitors,  either  in  writing  or  by  word  of  mouth, 
and  on  receipt  of  such  communication  it  shall  be  the 
dut>'  of  the  said  Visitors  to  fully  and  completely 
gratify  such  desires  of  imbibition.  Provided,  however, 
that  the  said  Visitors  hereby  reserve  the  right  or 
rights  to  select  or  choose  at  their  discretion  the  vintage 
or  vintages  of  such   said   alcoholic  beverages. 

This  agreement  shall  take  effect  and  become  opera- 
tive immediately  and  so  soon  as  the  same  is  duly 
executed  by  the  Visitors. 

In  Witness  Whereof  the  Visitors  hereto  have 
hereunto   fixed   their  hands  and  seals,   the   day   and 
year  as  above  written. 
Signed,  Sealed  and  Delivered 

in  the  presence  of  [seal] 

Right  Again 

"Well,  little  man,  and  what  would  you  like  to  be 
when  you  grow  up?"  "I  would  like  to  be  a  nice  old 
gentleman  like  you,  with  nothing  to  do  but  walk 
about  and  ask  questions." 

— Exchange. 


SALESMAN:    -THATS  THE  KIND  OF  A  HAT  YOU  WANT. 
i   WEAR  IT  MYSELF  THE  YEAR  -ROUNDl" 


Percy   Marks   writes 

his  first  college 

novel  since  "The 

Plastic  Age" 


"PVER  since  "The  Plastic  Age" 
-^  swept  sensationally  across  the 
country  a  few  seasons  ago,  Percy 
Marks  has  been  besieged  by  maga- 
zine and  book  publishers  to  do 
another  college  novel.  He  stead- 
fastly refused  to  do  "another  job" 
to  follow  this  success.  Other 
novels  he  wrote,  but  never  one 
about  college.  He  knew  he  had 
something  to  say  the  first  time  and 
he  wanted  to  wait  until  he  was 
certain  he  had  another  to  write. 
Youth's  Last  Stand,  which  be- 
gins in  College  Humor,  is  bound 
to  cause  even  more  comment  than 
its  predecessc-.  It  is  fair,  it  is 
penetrating  and  true.  Above  all, 
it  is  interesting. 

This  is  your  opportunity  to  dis- 
cover what  people  will  be  talking 
about  when  the  book  appears  after 
serial  publication.  Presented  com- 
plete in  four  generous  installments, 
it  would  be  wise  to  insure  obtaining 
all  of  it  by  placing  your  subscrip- 
tion for  a  year's  issues  of  The  Best 
Comedy  in  America.  The  three 
dollars  which  a  subscription  will 
cost  you  is  but  little  more  than  the 
book  will  sell  for  when  it  comes 
from  the  publisher.     Act  to-day! 

"Youth's 
Last  Stand" 

coming  in 

CbllgeHumor 
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CANAI 
NATIONAL 

EmiBITION 

TORONTO 

ONTARIO 

CeJebra  tin  d 
SO'^Birthday 

Aiiji24''Sept& 

^     192 «     ^ 

GOLDEN   JUBILEE   YEAR  OF 

WORLDS  LARGEST   EXHIBITION, 

THE   SUPER   EVENT  OF   1928 

AT  no  other  place  will  there  be  such  a  spectacle. 
Imagine  an  exhibition  so  all-embracing  in  its 
scope  as  to  present  within  a  14-day  period,  ex- 
hibits from  nearly  every  country;  the  first  public 
showing  of  1929  motor  cars  at  Canada's  National 
Motor  Show;  the  Continent's  Premier  Horse  Show; 
First  International  Air  Craft  Show;  famed  2,200  Voice 
Exhibition  Chorus;  Band  Concerts  by  H.  M.  Royal 
Air  Force  Band  England),  and  other  outstanding 
musical  organizations;  the  new  Grand  Stand  Spectacle, 
"A  Fantasy  in  Fairyland",  by  1,500  performers  on 
the  world's  largest  stage; 

THE  THIRD  WRIGLEY 
MARATHON     SWIM 

in  two  events  for  a  $50,000  purse  and  the  champion- 
ship of  the  world ;  and  an  amateur  sports  programme 
on  land  and  water  attracting  the  recogaized  stars  of 
Anjerica  .  .  .  and  ...  but  why  attempt  to  touch  upon 
even  half  the  high-lights  of  this,  the  greatest  exhibition 
in  the  world? 

Be  sure  to  see  this  Golden  Jubilee  Year  Celebration. 
Perfect  highways,  reduced  railroad  and  steamship 
rates,  ample  accommodation. 


Send  for  detailed  description. 


Thomas  Bradshaw, 

President 

H.  W.  Waters, 

General  Manager 


The  Follow-up 

"May  1  please  speak  to  Mr. 
Throckmorton?" 

"Who?" 

"Mr.  Throckmorton.  Mr.  Wils- 
bach  J.  Throckmorton,  the — " 

"Oh,  this  is  Mr.  Throckmorton 
speaking.     On  the  wire." 

"Beg  pardon?" 

"I  say  Throckmorton  on  the 
wire.     This  is  Throckmorton." 

"Oho,  yes.  /  see.  Mr.  Throck- 
morton, this  is  Elwood  Hempstead. 
You  know,  College  '20,  Law  '22." 

"Sorry,  but  1  didn't  get  that 
last." 

"Elwood  Hempstead.  1  said  I 
was  College  '20,  Law  '22." 

"Oho,  yes  yes  yes.  Sorry. 
You're  calling  about  the  drive 
dinner,  aren't  you?" 

"That's  it,  Mr.  Throckmorton. 
I  just  called — " 

"Fine.  I  hope  you'll  be  able  to 
come.  Shall  I  make  a  reservation 
for  you?  " 

"Well,  that's  what  I  was  calling 
about.  1  wanted  to  tell  you  but 
I'm  sorry  1  don't  think  I'll  be  able 
to  make  it  the  fifteenth.  I'm 
going  to  be — " 

"Well,  now  that's  too  bad,  Mr. 
Hemphill.  All  right.  Well,  good- 
bye." 

Uh — goodbye. ' ' 

— JOHN  o'hara. 

*  *       * 

An  Oriental  Problem 

It  was  at  the  Mosque.  The 
high  priest  was  intoning:  "There 
is  but  one  God,  and  Mahomet  is 
his  prophet." 

A  clear,  shrill  voice  broke  in, 
"He  is  not!"  The  congregation 
turned  around  as  one,  and  among 
the  sea  of  brown  faces  could  be 
distinguished  one  small,  delicate, 
yellow  one. 

The  genial  priest  straightened 
up  and  smiled.  "There  seems  to 
be  a  little  Confucian  here,"  he  said. 

— Dartmouth  J ack.-o-Lantern. 

*  *        * 

Fair  Enough 

Man  (rushing  into  editor's  office) 
— "See  here,  you've  published  an 
announcement  of  my  death  by 
mistake.  You  must  fix  that  up 
somehow." 

Editor — "Well,  we  never  contra- 
dict anything  we  have  published, 
but  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do.  I'll 
put  you  in  the  births  column  to- 
morrow and  give  you  a  fresh 
start."  — Columbia  Jeslet. 


HIGH  SCHOOL  BOARDS 

and 
BOARDS  OF  EDUCATION 

Are  authorized  by  law 
to  establish 

Industrial, 

Technical  and 

Art  Schools 

With  the  approval  of  the 
Mirtister    of    Education. 

T^AY  and  Evening  Classes  may 
■*-^  be  conducted  in  accordance 
with  the  regulations  issued  by  the 
Department  of  Education. 

qPHEORETICAL  and  Practical 
■*■  Instruction  is  given  in  various 
trades.  The  schools  and  classes 
are  under  the  direction  of  an 
Advisory  Committee. 

A  PPLICATION  for  attendance 
■^^  should  be  made  to  the  prin- 
cipal of  the  school. 


COMMERCIAL  Subjects,  Man- 
ual Training,  Household  Science 
and  Agriculture  and  Horticulture 
arc  provided  for  in  the  Courses  of 
Study  in  Public,  Separate,  Contin- 
uation and  High  Schools  and  Col- 
legiate Institutes  and  Vocational 
Schools  and  Departments. 


Copies  of  the  Regulations  issued  by 
the  Ontario  Department  of  Education 
may  he  obtained  from  the  Deputy 
Minister  of  Education. 


The 

Most  Important 

Consideration  IS 

that  the  publication  be  suited 
and  appeal  to  the  reader.  That 
is  the  first  requirement. 

Nearly  Every 
Publication 

carries  in  some  form  or  another 
a  humorous  department  or 
column.  Nearly  every  publi- 
cation thus  indicates  empha- 
tically that  the  appeal  of 
humor  is  universal. 
Which  is  a  good  argument  for 
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The  Care  and  Feeding  of 
Begonias 

or.   The  Manly  Art 

The  thing  you  have  to  remember 
about  begonia  plants  is  that  they 
are  great  mimics,  and  hence  it 
behooves  a  begonia  owner  to  be 
pretty  discreet.  A  begonia  plant 
is  always  watching  you,  always 
learning.  Another  thing  to  bear 
in  mind  is  that  nothing  much  ever 
comes  of  begonia  plants,  andjwhile 
they  appear  to  have  a  great  zest 
for  life  and  curl  their  leaves 
warmly  toward  the  sun,  that  about 
covers  their  activities.  So  unless 
you  can  appreciate  a  begonia  plant 
as  such,  unless  you  can  see  the 
good  in  curly  leaves,  unless  you 
can  put  aside  personal  ambition 
and  hope  of  aggrandizement,  you 
will  find  in  your  begonia  nothing 
but  disappointment  and  disillusion. 

Begonias  are  mammals — that  is, 
the  young  are  born  alive  and  are 
fed  at  the  breast.  It  is  well  to 
remember  this  and  also  that  it  is 
unnecessary  to  supply  the  parent 
plants  with  nest  eggs — in  fact,  it 
irritates  them.  A  little  powdered 
lime  placed  in  the  calyx  is  used  by 
some  breeders  to  prevent  leg  weak- 
ness, and  after  a  period  of  time  it 
will  still  be  found  to  be  just  a 
little  powdered  lime  in  the  calyx. 

Except  for  the  small  quantity  of 
water  which  they  require,  begonia 
plants  thrive  on  love  alone,  the 
same  as  anybody.  Each  plant  soon 
learns  for  itself  that  one's  early 
dreams  come  to  nothing,  that 
ecstasy  can  never  be  perpetuated 
in  captivity,  and  that  the  happy 
begonia  plant  is  the  one  who  finds 
pleasure  in  small  things — such  as 
the  half  hour  of  sunlight  which 
comes  to  most  any  apartment 
window  at  some  time  during  the 
day,  and  such  as  the  look  on  the 
face  of  a  dog  when  it  yawns. 

Never  twist  a  begonia  plant. 

— E.B.W. 


"I  heard  to-day  that  your  son 
was  an  undertaker.  I  thought 
you  told  me  he  was  a  physician." 
Not  at  all;  you  misunderstood 
me.  1  said  he  followed  the  medical 
profession." 

— Texas  Ranger. 


41 


How  Do  You  Do  It? 

Do  you  know  how  much  you  spend  on  your  home  and  its 
upkeep?  Are  you  paying  too  much  for  rent,  for  clothes 
— not  enough  on  pleasure?  The  Dominion  Life  free 
Budget  Service  will  help  you  keep  a  systematic  check  on 
all  expenditures.  The  Service  is  yours  for  the  asking — 
fill  in  the  coupon.     We  will  be  glad  to  help  you. 

A  Dollar  Planned 

Is  a  Dollar  Saved 


7/i^nOMINION  LIFE 

^      L/ ASSURANCE  COMPANY 
Head  Office  :  Waterloo, Ontario 


Budget  Service,  G 

The  Dominion  Life  Assurance  Co. 
Waterloo,  Ontario. 

Please  send  me  particulars  of  your  free 
Budget  Service. 


Name 

Address 

City Province 


HANDY  INVENTIONS 


HEADGEAR  FOR  CARRYING  PACKAGES  IN  CROWDED  CARS 
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Goblin  Circulation 
Assays  High 

THE  men  and  women  who  buy  GOBLIN 
are  the  young  in  mind — their  youthful 
enthusiasms  are  not  dulled.  These  are  the 
people  who  appreciate  this  Magazine  of  Person- 
ality, and  these  are  the  people  with  purses  which 
permit  the  satisfaction  of  gracious  living. 

GOBLIN  is  an  exceptional 
medium  for  the  advertising 
of  most  high-grade,  quality 
products.  Surely  your 
product  would  appeal  to 
this  select  group. 

Guaranteed  average    circulation    for    the   next 
twelve  months  40,000  monthly  net  paid. 


86  Adelaide 
St.  E. 


G9DLIN 

{Member  A. B.C.) 


Toronto 
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Why  are  golf  balls  lost  when  you  drive  into  the  sun  ? 


T^ECAUSE  it  is  impossible  to  see  clearly 
■*^  where  there  is  glare.  And  this  is  true 
indoors  as  well  as  outdoors.  It  is  equally  im- 
possible to  read  or  work  in  comfort  where 
there  are  glaring,  artificial  lights. 


In  modern  homes  where  people  pride  them- 
selves on  good  lighting  effects  you  will  find 
Edison  Mazda  Lamps.  The  Inside  Frosting: 
on  these  lamps  breaks  up  the  harsh,  harmful 
rays  into  millions  of  soft  restful  rays  of  light. 


EDISON  MAZDA 


INSIDE     FROSTED 


LAMPS  . 

A    Canadian    Genera]     Electric    Product 
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ConficLence 

Unless  one  has  as  much  confidence  in 
his  tires  as  the  polo  player  has  in  his 
mount — the  element  of  uncertainty 
steals  half  the  joys  of  motoring. 

The  many  cars  you  see  equipped  with  Goodrich 
Tires  indicates  the  widespread  confidence  of 
car  owners  in  Silvertowns. 


Goodrich 

ilvertown 

CoKD  Tires 
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